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SCOTTISH. 
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THE 

C T T E R's 
SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO R. A*** # , ESQ^ 



Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
*Their homely joys and defiiny obfcure ; 

Nor Grandeur bear, with a difdainful fmile, 

6 fheJbort but fimple annals of the Poor. Gray. 



■ i i » 



jVlY lov'd, my honoured, much refpedted 
friend ! 
No mercenary bard his homage pays j 
' Vol. II, A With 






r 



( 2 ) 

With honcft pride, I fcorn each felfifti end, 
My deareft meed, a friend's efteem and 
praife : 
To you I ling, in fimple Scottijh lays, 

The lowly train in life's fequeftcr'd fcene ; 
The native feelings ftrong, the guilelefs ways ; 

What A**** in a Cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, 
I ween ! 



II. 



November chill blaws loud wi* angry fugh ; 
The fliort'ning winter-day is near a clofe m T 
The miry beads retreating frae the pleugh ; 
The black'ning trains o* craws to their re- 
pofe : 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 
This night his weekly moil is at an end, 

Colleas 
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Collects his fpades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the morn in eafe and reft to fpend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his courfe does 
hameward bend. 



III. 

At length his lonely Cot appears in view, 

Beneath the fhelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expe&ant wee-tbings, toddlin, ftacher 
through' ' 
To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noife an' 
glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonriily, 

His clean hearth-ftane, his thriftie Wifie y s 
fmile, 
The lifping infant prattling on his knee, 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile, 
An' makes him quite forget his labor an' his 
toil. 

A 2 IV. 
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IV. 



Belyve the elder bairns come drapping in, 
At fervice out, amang the Farmers roun' ; 

Some ca* the pleugh, fome herd, fome tentid 
rin 
A cannie errand to a neebor town : 

Their eldeft hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 
In youthfu' bloom, Love fparkling in her e'e, 

Comes hame, perhaps, fo fhew a braw new 

gown, 
Or depofite her fair-won penny fee, 
To help her Parents dear, if they in hardfhip 
be. 



V. 



Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers «nd filters meet, 
An' each for other's weelfare kindly fpeirs : 

The 



( 5 ) 

The facial hours, fwift-wing'd unnotic'd 
fleet ; 
|£ach tells the uncos that he fees or hears ; 
The Parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The Mother y wi' her needle an' her fheers, 
Gars auld claes loot amaift as weel's the 
new ; 
The Father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 



VI. 



Their Matter's an' their Miftrefs's command, 

The younkers a' are warned to ohey \ 
An' mind their labours wi' an eydent hand, 

An' ne'er, tho' out o' fight, to jauk or play ; 
* An' O ! be fure to fear the Lord alway ! 
' An' mind your duty, duly, morn an' 
i night ! 

A3 ' Left 
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' Left in temptation's path ye gang aftray, 

' Implore his counfel and aflifting might ; 
' They never fought in vain, that fought the 
' Lord aright.' 



VII. 



But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 
Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the fame, 
Tells how a neehor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do fome errands, arid convoy her hamc. 
The wily Mother fees the confcious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flufh her cheek ; 
With heart-ftruck anxious care, inquires his 
name, 
| While Jenny hafflins is afraid to fpeak ; 

Weel pleas'd the Mother hears, it's nae wild, 
worthlefs Rake. 



VIII. 
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VIII. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 
A ftrappan youth j he takes the Mother's 
eye; 
BIythe Jenny fees the vifit's no ill ta'en ; 
The Father cracks of horfes, pleughs, and 
kye. 
The Youngfter's artlefs heart o'erflows wi' joy, 
But blate and laithfu', fcarce' can weel be- 
have ; 
The Mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can fpy 
What makes the youth fae baftifu' an' fae 
grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's refpe&ed 
like the lave. 



IX. 

© happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
O heart- felt raptures ! blifs beyond compare ! 

A 4 I've 
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I've paced much thjs weary, mortal round, 

And fage Experience bids me this declare — 
* If Heav'n a draught of heav'nly pleafure 
4 fpare, ' 

€ One cordial in this melancholy Vale, 
' 'Tis when a youthful, loving, modeft Pair, 
' In others arms breathe out the tender 
' tale, 
' Beneath the milk-white thorn that fcents th 
' ev'ning gale.* 



X. 



Is there, in human form, that bears a heart— T 
A Wretch ! a Villain ! loft to love and truth 

That can, with ftudied, fly, enfnaring art, 
Betray fweet Jenny's unfufpedting youth ? 

Curfe on his perjur'darts ! diflefnbling fmooth 
Are Honor, Virtue, Gonfcience, all exiPd ? ' 

Is 
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Js there no Pity, no relenting Rath, 

Points to the Parents fondling o'er their 
Child ? 

fhen paints the ruin'd Maid, and their diffrac- 
tion wild ! 

\ 



\ 



XL 



/ 
/ 



But now the Supper crowns their fimple 
; board, 
The healforae Parritcb, chief o' Scotia's 

. v food: 

The foupe their only Hawkie does afford, 
That 'yont the hallan fnugly chows her 
cood : 
The 'Dame brings forth in complimental 
mood, 
To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd keb- 
buck, fell, 

An' 



• ( 10 ) 

An' aft he's preft, an' aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal Wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'twas a tbwmond auld, fin' Lint was 
i' the bell. 



XII. 

The cheerfu' Supper done, wi' ferious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide j 
The Sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace, 

The big be? -Bible, ance his Father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid afide, 

His lyart haffets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Thofe drains that once did fweet in Zioa 
glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And i Let us worjhip God !' he fays, with fo- 
lemn air. 

Xllh 
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XIII. 

They chant their artlefs notes in fimple guife ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the nobleft 

aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling meafures rife, 
Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name ; 
Or noble Elgin beets the heav'n-ward flame, 

The fweeteft far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compared with thefe, Italian trills are tame ; 

The tickPd ears no heart-felt raptures raife ; 
JsTae unifon hae they with our Creator's 
praife. 



XI V. 

9 

The prieft-like Father reads the facred page, 
JJow Abram was the Friend of 'God on high ; 

Or, 



( 1* ) 

Cr, Mofes bad eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal Bard did groaning lye 
Beneath the ftroke of Heaven's avenging 
ire ; 
. Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Ifaiab's wild, feraphic fire ; 
Or other Holy Seers that tune the facred lyre. 



XV. 

Perhaps the Chriftian Volume is the theme, 
How guiltlefs blood for guilty man was 
fhed; 
How He, who bore in Heav'n the fecond 
name, 

Had not on Earth whereon to lay his 
head : 

9 

Ilovy His firft followers and fcrvants fped ; 

The 
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The precepts fage they wrote to many a land : 
How he, who lone in Patmos banifhed, 

Saw in the fun a mighty angel ftand ; 
And heard great Bab'Ion's doom pronounc'd 
by Heav'n's command. 



XVI. 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's Eternal 
King, 
The Saint, the Father, and the Hujband, 
prays : 
Hbpe * fprings exulting on triumphant 
wing */ 
That thus they all fhall meet in future days : 
There, ever bade in uncreated rays, 

No more to figh, or fhed the bitter tear, 

Together 

* Pope's Windfor Foreft. 



( 14 ) 

Together hymning their Creator's praife, 

In fuch fociety, yet ftill more dear ; 
While circling Time moves round in an eter- 
nal fphere. 



XVIL 

i 
i 

Compared with 'this how poor Religion's 
pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men difplay to congregations wide, 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart ! 
The Pow J r> incens'd, the Pageant will defert, 

The pompous ftrain, the facerdotal ftole ; 
But haply, in fome Cottage far apart, 

May hear, well-pleas'd, the language of the 
Soul ; 
And in his Book of Life the inmates poor en- 
roll. 

XVIII. 
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XVIII. 

Then homeward all take off their fcv'ral way \ 
- The youngling Cottagers retire to reft : 
The Parent-pair their fecret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heav'n the warm requeft, 
That He who Hills the raven's clam'rous* neft, 

And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 
Would in the way His Wifdom fees the beft, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divipe 
prefide. 



XIX. 

JTrom fcenes like thefe, old Scotia\ grandeur 
fprings, 
That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd 

abroad : 

* 

Prince* 
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Princes and Lords are but the breath of Kings, 
' An honeft man's the nobleft work of God :' 

And certes, in fair Virtue's heav'nly road, \ 
The Cottage leaves the Palace far behind ; 

What is a lordling's pomp ! a cumbrous load,! 
Difguifing oft the wretch of human kind, 

Studied in arts of Hell, in wickednefs refin'd 1 



XX. 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native foil ! 
For whom my warmed wilh to Heav'n is 
,fent ! 
Long may thy hardy fons of ruftic toil, . 
Be bleft with health, and peace, and fweet 
content ! 
And, O ! may Heav'n, their fimple lives pre- 
vent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 

Then 
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'then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous Populace may rife the while, 
And ftahd a wall of fire around their much- 
lov'd IJle. 



XXI. 

O "Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 

That ftream'd thro* Wallace's undaunted 
heart ; 
"Who dar'd to, nobly, ftera tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the fecond glorious part, 
(The Patriot's God, peculiarly thou art, 

His friend, infpirer, guardian, and rewatd !) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm defert ; 

But ftill the Patriot, and the Patriot-Bard, 
In bright fucceffion raife, her Ornament and 
Guard ! 



toL. II. B MAN 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 



v* 



DIRGE. 



I. 

WHEN chill November's furly blaft 

Made fields and forefts bare, 
One ev'ning, as I wand'red forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I fpy'd a man, whofe aged ftep 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 



p 

( J9 ) 



II. 

Young ftranger, whither wand'reft thou ! 

(Began the rev' rend Sage ;) 
Does third of wealth thy ftep conftrain, 

Or youthful Pleafure's rage ? 
Or haply, preft with cares and woes, 

Too foon thou haft began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miferies of man. 



III. 

■ 

The Sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Out-fpreading far and wide* 
Where hundreds labour to fupport 

1 

A haughty lordling's pride j 
I've feen yon weary winter-fun 
Twice forty times return ; 

B 2 And 
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And ev'ry time has added proofs, 
That Man was made to mourn. 



IV: 

O Man ! while in thy early years, 

■ 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mif-fpending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate Follies take the fway : 

Licentious Pafllons burn j 
Which tenfold force gives Nature's law, 

That Man was made to mourn. 



V. 



Look not alone on youthful Prime, 
Or Manhood's a&ive might ; 

Man then is ufdfdl to his kind, 
Supported ie his right. 



'Biit 
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But fee him on the edge of life, 
With Cares and Sorrows worn, 

Then Age and Want, Oh ! ill-match'd pair ! 
Show Man was made to mourn. 



VI. 

A few feem favourites of Fate, 

In Pleafure's lap careft ; 
Yet, think not all the Rich and Great 

Are likewife truly bleft. 
But, Oh ! what crowds in ev'ry land, 

Are wretched and forlorn. 
Thro' weary life this leffon learn, 

That Man was made to mourn. 



VII. 

Many and lharp the num'rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

B 3 More 
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More pointed ftill we make ourfelves, 
Regret, Remorfe, and Shame ! 

And Man, whofe heav'n-ere&ed face, 
The fmiles of love adorn, 

Man's inhumanity to Man 

Makes countlefs thoufands mourn ! 

VIII; 

See yonder poor, o'erlaBour'd wight, 

So abjedt, mean, and vile, 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And fee his lordly fellow-worm 

The poor Petition fpurn, 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife, 

And helplefs offspring mourn, 

IX, 

Jf I'm defign'd yon lprdling's flave, 
By Nature's law defign'd, 



Why 



1. 
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Why was an independent wifli 
E'er planted in my mind ? 

If not, why am I fubjed to 
His cruelty, or fcorn ? 

Qr why has Man the will and pow^ 
To make his fellow mourn ? 

X. 

Yet, let not this too much, my Son, 
Difturb thy youthful breaft : 

This partial view of human-kind 
Is furely not the lafl 1 

The poor, opprefled, honeft man 
Had never, fure, been born, 

Had there not been fome recompenfe 
To comfort thofe that mourn ! 



XL 

O. Death ! the poor man's deareft friend, 
• ^he kindeft and the beft ! 

B 4 Welcome 
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Welcome tjie hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at reft ! 
The Great, the Wealthy fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleafure torn ; 
3ut, Oh ! a bleft relief to thofe 

That weary-laden mourn ! 

.-I * 
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PRAYER 



IN THE 



PROSPECT OF DEATH. 



I. 



VJ Thou unknown, Almighty Caufe 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whofe dread prefence, ere an hour, 

Perhaps I muft appear ! 



I 



II. 



.♦ 
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II. 

If I have wander' d in thofe paths 
Of life I ought to fhun ; 

As Something, loudly, in my breaft ? 
Remonftrates I have done ; 



III. 

Thou know'ft that Thou haft formed n^e 
With Paffions wild and ftrong ; 

And lift'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 



IV, 

^hcre human weaknefs has come fhort, 
Qr frailty ftept afide, 

Do 



I 27 ) 

Do Thou, All-Good! for fuch Thou art, 
In fhades of darknefs hide. 



V.. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other Plea I have, 
But, Thou art good; and Goodnefs ftill 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS 



v. 
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STANZAS 



ON THE 



S A M, E OCCASION. 



W HY am I loth to leave this earthly fcene ! 
Have I fo found it full of pleafing charms ? 
gome drops of joy with draughts of ill be- 
tween : 
{Some gleams of funfhine mid renewing 
ftorms : 

Is 
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Is it departing pangs my foul alarms ? 

Or Death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And juftly fmart beneath his fin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I fay, ' Forgive my foul offence !' 

Fain promife never more to difobey ; 
But, fhould my Author health again difpenfe, 

Again I might defert fair Virtue^s way j 
Again in Folly's path might go aftray ; 

Again exalt the brute and fink the man ; 
Then how fhould I for Heav'nly Mercy pray, 

Who ad: fo counter Heav'nly Mercy's 
plan ? 

Who fin fo oft have mourn'd, yet to tempta- 
tion ran ? 

O Thou, Great Governor of all below ! 
If I may dare a lifted eye to thee, 

Thy 



• 
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t 

Thy nod can make the tempeft ceafe to blow, 
Or ftiU the tumult of the raging fea : 

With that controuling pow'r affift ev'n me, 
Thofe headlong, furious paflions to confine ; 

For all unfit I feel my powers to be, 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line ; 

0, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine ! 



Lying 



_.*-■*•— 
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Lying at a Reverend Friend- s houfe one nighty 
the Author left the following Verfes in the 
room where hejlept. 






I. 



O Thou dread Pow?r, who reign'ft above ! 

I know Thou wiit me hear : 
When for this fcene of peace and love, 

I make my pray'r fincere. 



v -;w 



II; 



I 
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II. 



'the hoary Sire — the mortal ftroke, 
Long, long, be pleas' d to fpare j 

To blefs his little filial flock, 
And Ihow what good men are. 



III. 

She, who her lovely Offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, 

O blefs her with a Mother's joys, 
Biit fpare a Mother's tears ! 



IV. 

Their hope, their flay, their darling youth, 
In manhood's dawning blufh ; 

Blefs 
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filefs him, Thou God of love and truth, 
Up to a parent's wifh. 



V. 

The beauteous, feraph Sifter-band, 

With earneft tears I pray, 
Thou know' ft the fnares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide Thou their fteps alway. 



VI. 



When foon or late they reach that coaft, 
O'er life's rough ocean driv'n, 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer loft, 
A family in Heav'n ! 



Vol. II. C the 
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THE 



FIRST PSALM. 



1 HE man, in life where-ever plac'd, 

Hath happinefs in ftore, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the feat of Scornful Pride 
Cafts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 



That 
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*That man fhall floufifh like the trees 
Which by the ftreamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is fpread on high, 
And firm the root below. 

But he whofe.bloflbm buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be caft, 

And like the rootlefs ftubble toft, 
Before the fweeping blait. 

For why ? that Go* the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and reft, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly bleft. 




- 1 ■ 
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PRAYER 



Under the PreJJure of Violent Anguijh* 






O* *P*u great Being ! what Thou art 

Surpafles me to know : 
Yet fure I am, that known to Thee 

Are all Thy works below. 



Thy 



S 
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Thy creature here before Thee ftands, 
All wretched and diftreft ; 

Yet fure thofe ills that wring my foul 
Obey Thy high beheft. ^ 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canft not ad 

• 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears, 
Or clofe them faft in death ! 

J3ut if I muft afflided be, 

To fuit fome wife defign ; 
Then, man my foul with firm refolves 

To bear and not repine ! 



•■«■*'■ 
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1 
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THE 



FIRST SIX VERSES 



OF THE 



NINETIETH PSALM, 



O Thou, the firft, the greateft friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whofe ftrong right-hand has ever beeH 

Their ftay and dwelling-place ! 



Before 



u ,:, 
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Before the mountains heav'd their heads 

Beneath Thy forming hand, 
Before this pond'rous globe itfelf, 

Arofe at Thy command j 

That Pow'r which rais'd and ftill upholds 

This univerfal frame, 
From countlefs, unbeginning time 

Was ever ftill the fame. 

Thofe mighty periods of years 

* 

Which feem to us fo vaft, 
Appear no more before Thy fight 
Than yefterday that's paft. 

Thou giv'ft the word : Thy creature, Man, 

Is to exiftence brought ; 
^gain Thou fay'ft, ' Ye fons of jnen, 

4 Return ye into nought !* 

C 4 Thou 
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Thou layeft them* with all their cares, 

In everlafting fleep ; 
As with a flood Thou tak'ft them off* . 

With overwhelming fweep. 

They flourifh like the morning flow'r, 

In beauty's pride array'd : 
But long ere night cut down it lies 

All wither'd and decayed. 



TO 






( 41 ) 



TO A 



MOUNTAIN DAISY, 



On turning one down, with the Plough, in 

April 1786. 



W EE, modeft, crimfon-tipped flow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour ; 
For I maun crufh amang the ftoure 

Thy flender ftem. 
To fpare thee now is paft my pow'r, 

Thou bonnie gem. 



Alas! 



( 4* ) 

Alas ! its no thy neebor fweet, 
The bonnie Lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' fpreckPd breaft, 
When upward-fpringing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling Eaft. 

Cauld blew the bitter r biting North 
Upon thy early, humble birth j 
Yet chearfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the florm, 
Scarce rear'd above the Parent- earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs our Gardens yield,, 
High (helt'ring woods and wa's maun fliield ; 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O' clod or ftane, 
Adorns the hiftie Jtibblc-field, 

IJnfeen, alane. 

There, 
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There, in thy fcanty mantle clad, 
Thy fnawie'bofom. fun- ward fpread, 
Thou lifts thy unafluming head 

In humble guife ; 
J5ut now the Jhare uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artlefs Maid, 
Sweet floweret of the rural (hade ! 
By Love's fimplicity betray'd, 

Andj guilelefs truft, 
Till (he, like thee, all foiPd, is laid 

Low i' the duft. 

Such is the fate of fimple Bard, 
On life's rough ocean lucklefs ftarr'd ! 

Unlkilful he to note the card 

» 

Of prudent Lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er ! 



Such 
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Such fate to f offering Worth is giv'n, 
Who long with w^ants^and woes has ftriv'n, 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 

To Misery's brink, 
Till wrench'd of ev'ry ftay but Heav'n, 

He, ruin'd, fink ! 

Ev'n thou who mourn'ft the Daify's fate, 
That fate is thine — no diftant date ; 
Stern Ruin's plough-Jbare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom, 
Till crufh'd beneath the furrow's weight, 

Shall be thy doom J 



TO 



< 45 ) 



TO 



R U IN. 



i. 

xx LL hail ! inexorable lord ! 

At whofe deftrudtion-breathing word, 

The mightieft empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe- delighted train, 
The minifters of Grief and Pain, 

A fullen welcome, all ! 



With 



V, ■- > 
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With ftern-refolv'd, defpairing eye, 
I fee each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my deareft tye, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low' ring, and pouring, 

The Storm no more I dread ; 
Tho* thick'ning and black'ning, 
Round my devoted head. 



II. 

And thou grim Pow'r, by Life abharr'd* 
While Life a pleafure can afford, 

Oh ! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I fhrink appalFd, afraid ; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid^ 

To clofe this fcene of care ! 
When fhall my foul, in filent peace, 

Refign Life's joy lefs day ; 
My weary heart its throbbings ceafe, 
Cold mould' ring in the clay ; 

No 
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No fear more, no tear more, 
To (lain my lifelefs face, 

Enclafped, and grafped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 



TO 



# 



( 48 ) 



T O 



MISS 



With Beattie's Poems for a New-year's 
Gift.. Jan. i. 1787. 




the filent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv'n, 
And you, tho' fcarce in maiden prime, 
Are fo much nearer Heav'n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coafts 
The infant year to hail ; 
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I fend you more than India boafts 

In Edwin's fimple tale. 
*■ 
Our fex with guile and faithlefs love 

Is charg'd, perhaps too true ; 
But may, dear Maid, each Lover prove 

An Edwin ft ill to you. 



Vol. II. D EPISTLE 



t 



( 5° ) 



. i 



EPISTLE 



TO A 



YOUNG FRIEND. 



May — 1786. 



I. 

1 Lang hae thought, my youthfu' friend, 

A Something to have fent you, 
Tho' it fhould ferve nae other end 

Than juft a kind memento ; 

But, 



# 
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But how the fubjeft theme may gang* 
Let time and chance determine ; 

Perhaps, it may turn out a Sang ; 
Perhaps, turn out a Sermon* 



II. 

Ye'll try the world foon, my lad, 

And Andrew dear, believe me, 
Ye'll find mankind an unco fquad, 

And muckle th,ey may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble fet your thought, 

Ev'n when your end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nought. 

Where ev'ry nerve is (trained* 



in. 

I'll no fay, men are villains a' j 

The real, harden' d wicked, 

D2 Wha 



f 
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Wha hae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few reftricked : 
But Och, mankind are unco weak, 

An' little to be trufted ; 
If Self the wavering balance fhake, 

It's rarely right adjufted ! 



IV. 

Yet they wha fa* in Fortune's ftrife, 
Their fate we would na cenfure, 

For ftill th' important end of life, 
They equally may anfwer : 

A man may hae an honeft heart, 
Tho' Poortith hourly ftare him ; 

A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cajh to fpare him. 

V. ' 

Ay free, aff han', your ftory tell, 
When wi' a bofom crony ; 



Bu 



( 53 ) 

But ftill keep fomething to yourfel 

Ye fcarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yourfel as weel's ye can 

Frae critical difle&ion ; 
But keek thro* ev'ry other map, 

Wi* {harpen'd fly infpe&ion. 

VI. 

The facred lowe o ? weel-plac'd love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it : 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho* naething fliould divulge it : 
I wave the quantum of the fin, 

The hazard of concealing ; 
Put Och ! it hardens a ? within, 

And petrifies the feeling ! 



VII. 

To catch Dame Fortune's golden fmile, 
Affiduous wait upon her ; 

D 3 And 



i 
i 
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And gather gear by ev'ry wile 
That's juftify'd by Honor : 

Not for to hide it in a hedge, 
Nor for a train-attendant ; 

But for the glorious priviLege 
Of being independent. 

VIII. 

The fear o' Hell's a hangman's whip. 

To haud the wretch in order : 
But where ye feel your Honor grip, 

Let tfyat ay be your border : 
It's flighteft touches, inftant paufe — : 

Debar a' fide pretences ; 
And refolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring confequences. 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere, 
Muft fure become the creature $ 



But 
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But ftill the preaching cant forbear,' 
And ev'n the rigid feature : 

Yet ne'er with Wits profane to range, 
Be complaifance extended ; 

An Atheift-laugh's a poor exchange 
For Deity offended ! 

When ranting round in Pleafure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Qr if (he gie a random fling, 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on Life we're tempeft-driv'n, 

A Confcience but a canker— 
A correfpondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is fare a noble anchor ! 



XL 

Adieu, dear, amiable Youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting. ! 

D 4 May 
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May Prudence, Fortitude, and Truth, 

Ere& your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrafe, € God fend you fpeed f * 

Still daily to grow wifer ; 
And may ye better reck the rede, 

Than ever did th* Advifer, 



. v, •' ■' • 



ON 



X 
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ON A 



SCOTCH BARD, 



CONE TO THE WEST INDIES. 



jfV Ye wha live by fowps o* drink, 
A 5 ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Come mourn wi' me ! 
Our W//iVs gien us a' a jink, 

An' owre the Sea. 

Lament 

i • 
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Lament him a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-fplore, 
Nae»mair he'll join the merry roar. 

In focial key ; 
For now he's taen anither fliore, 

Aji' owre the Sea ! 

m 

The bonnie lafles weel may wifs him, 

And in their dear petitions place him : 
The widows, wives, an' a' may blefs him, 

Wi' tearfu' e'e ; 
For weel I wat they'll fairly mifs him 

That's owre the Sea, 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadft thou taen aff fome drowfy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as ony wumble, 

That's owre the Sea ! 



Auld, 



( 59 ) 

Auld, cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' ftain them wi' the faut, faut tear ; 
'Twill mak her poor auld heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee : 
He was her Laureat monie a year, 

That's owre the Sea ! 

He faw Misfortune's cauld Nof-wcft 
Lang muftering up a bitter blaft ; 
A Jillet brak his heart at laft, 

111 may fhe be ! 
So, took a birth afore the maft, 

An' owre the Sea. 

To tremble under Fortune's cummock, 
On fcarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi* his proud, independent ftomach, 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't bis hurdies in a hammock, 

An' owre the Sea, 



He 
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He ne'er was gien to great mifguiding, 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi* him it ne'er was under hiding ; 

He dealt it free : 
The Mufe was a' that he took pride in, 

That's owre the Sea. 

Jamaica bodies 9 ufe him weel, 
An' hap him in a cozie biel : 
Ye'U find him ay a dainty chiel, 

And fou o' glee : 
He wad na wrang'd the vera Deil, 

That's owre the Se^. 

Fareweel, my rhyme-compojing billie ! 
Your native foil was right ill-willie ; 
But may ye flourilh like a lily, 

Now bonnilie ! 
J'll toaft ye in my hindmoft gillie, 

Tho' owre the Sea ! 



TO 



C 61 ) 



TO A 



HAGGIS* 



Jb AIR fa' your honeft, fonfie face, 
Great Chieftan o ? the Puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a* ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang's my arm. 

The 
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The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a diftant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While thro' your pores the dews diftil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife fee Ruftic labour dight, 
An' cut you up wi* ready flight, 
Trenching your guftiing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a glorious fight, 

Warm-reekin, rich ! 

Then horn for horn they ffretch an' ftrive,- 
Deil tak thfc hindmoft, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-fwalFd kytes belyve 

Are bent like drums j' 
Then auld Guidman,- maift like to rive, 

Bet ban kit hums. 



h 
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Is there that o'er his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad flaw a fow, 
Oxfricaffee wad mak her fpew 

Wi' perfed: fconner, 
Looks down wi ? fneering, fcornfu' view 

On fie a dinner ! 



Poor devil ! fee him owre his trafti, 
As fecklefs as a wither'd rafh, 
His fpindle fhank a guid whip-lafh, 

His nieve a nit j 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dafh, 

O how unfit ! 

But mark the Ruftic, baggis-fed, 
The trembling earth refounds his tjfeadj 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

He'll mak it whifsle 5 
An' legs, an' arms, an' teads will fned, 

Like taps o* thrifsle. 



Ye 



• ( «4 ) 

* 

Ye Pow'rs wha mak mankind your care,' 
And difh them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae (linking ware 

That jaups in luggies ; 
But, if ye wifti her gratefu' pray'r, 

Gie her a Hgggis ! 
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% 

Ply ev'iy art o' legal thieving ; 
No matter, ftick to found believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, an' half-mile 
graces, 
Wi' weel-fpread looves, an' lang, wry faces ; 
Grunt up a folemn, lengthen' d groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
I'll warrant then, ye're nae Deceiver, 
A fteady, fturdy, flaunch Believer* 

O ye wha leave the fprings of C-lv-n, 
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ye fons of Herefy and Error, 
Ye'll forne day fqueel in quaking terror ! 
When Vengeance draws the fwodftn wrath, 
And in the fire throws the fheath ; 
When Ruin, with his fweeping befom, 
Juft frets till Heav'n commiffion gies him : 

E 3 While 
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While o'er the Harp pale Mis'ry moans, 
And ftrikes the ever-deep' ning tones, 
Still louder fhrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon, Sir, for this digreffion, 
I maift forgat my Dedication ; 
But when Divinity comes crofs me, 
My readers ftill are fure to lofe me. 

So, Sir, you fee 'twas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a T my works I did review. 
To dedicate them, Sir, to Ton : 

Becaufe (ye need na tak it ill) 

I thought them fomething like yourfeU 

M 
Then patronize them wi' your favour. 

And your petitioner fhall ever 

I had amaift faid, ever pray, 

I$ut that's a word I need na fay : 
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ITor prayin I hae little (kill o't ; 
I'm baith dead-fweer, an' wretched ill o't ; 
But Ffe repeat each poor man's prayW, 
That kens or hears about you, Sir - 

i 

' ]May ne'er Misfortune's gowling bark, 
1 Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk ! 

* May ne'er his gen'rous, honeft heart, 

* For that fame gen'rous fpirit fmart ! 
' May K******'s far-honoured name 

* Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

' Till H*******s, at leaft a dizen, 
' Are frae their nuptial labours rifen : 
4 Five bonnie L^fles round their table, 
4 And feven braw Fellows, flout an' able, 

* To ferve their King and Countur weel, 
' By word, or pen, or pointed fteel ! 

' May Health and Peace, with mutual rays, 

* §hine on the ev'ning o' his days ; 

E 4 . < Till 
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< Till his wee, curlie John's ier-oe, 

4 When ebbing life nae mair lhall flow, , 

' The laft, fad, mournful rites beftow. 7 

I will not wind a lang conclufion, 
Wi' complimentary eflfufion : , 

But whilft your wifhes and endeavours, 
Are blcft with Fortune's fmiles and favours, 
I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moll fervent, 
Your much indebted, humble fervant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent) 
That iron-hearted carl, Want, 
Attended in his grim advances, 
By fad mifta^es, and black mifchances, 
While hopes, and joys, and pleafures fly him, 
Make you as poor a dog as I am, 
Your humble fervant then no more ; 

For who would humbly ferve the Poor ! 



( 65 ) 



DEDICATION. 



TO 



G*#### H # *** ## *, Efq. 



JiXPECT na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin Dedication, 
To roofe you up, an' ca' you guid, 
An' fprung o' great an' noble bluid, 

Vol. II. E Becaufe 



# 
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Becaufe ye're firnam'd like His Grace, 
Perhaps related to the race ;' 
Then when I'm tir'd — and fae are ye 
Wi' mony a fulfome, finfu' lie, 
Set up a face, how I flop fhort, 
For fear your modefty be hurt. 

This may do — maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 
Maun pleafe the Great Folk for a wamefou ; 
For me ! fae laigh I needna bow, 
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough \ 
And when I downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg\ 
Sae I fliall fay, an' that's nae flatt'rin, 
It's juft^fc Poet, wo? Jic Patron. 

The Poet, fbme guid Angel help him, 
Or elfe, I fear fome ill ane fkelp him ! 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 
But only he's no juft begun yet. 

The 



-I 
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The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 
t winna lie, come what will o' me), 
On ev'ry hand it will allowed be, 
He's juft — nae better than he fhould be^ 

I readily and freely grant, 
He downa fee a poor man want ; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it, 
What aince he fays he winna break it ; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refus't, 
Till aft his guidnefs is abus'd ; 
And rafcals whyles that do him wrang, 
Ev'n that, he does n& mind it lang : 
As Mailer, Landlord, Hufband, Father, 
He does na fail his part in either. 



But then, nae tfyanks to him for a' that ; 
Nae godly fymptom ye can ca' that j 
It's naething but a milder feature, 
:" Of our poor, flnfu', corrupt Nature : 

E 2 Tc'H 
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Ye'll get the beft o' moral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and Pagan Turks, 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha never heard of Orth-d-xy, 
That he's the poor man's friend in need, 
The Gentleman in word and deed, 
It's no thro' terror of D-mn-t~ n ; 
It's juft a carnal inclination. 



Morality, thou deadly bane, 
Thy tens o' thoufands thou haft flain ! 
Vain is his hope, whofe ftay and truft is 
In moral Mercy, Truth, and Juftice ! 



No— ftretch a point to catfch a plack j 
Abufe a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro' a ipinnock frae a wh-re, 
But point the Rake that taks the door ; 
Be to the Poor like onie whunftane, 
And haud their nofes to the grunftane : 



Ply 
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w m 

O wad fome Pow'r the giftie gie us 
Ho fee our f elves as others fee us I 
It wad frae moiiie a blunder free us 

And foolifh notion : 
What airs in drefs an' gait wad lea'e us, 

And ev'n Devotion ! 



ADDRESS 



( 78 ) 



ADDRESS 



T O 



EDINBURGH. 



I. 

EDINA ! Scotia'* darling feat I 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a Monarch's feet 

Sat Legiflation's fov'reign pow'rs ! 

front 



< 
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From marking wildly-fcattter'd flow'rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I ftray f d, 

And finging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 
I fhelter in thy honor'd fhade. 



II. 

Here Wealth ftill fwells the golden tide, 

As bufy Trade his labours plies ; 
rhere Architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and fplendor rife ; 
Sere Juftice, from her native Ikies, 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There Learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 



III. 

Thy Sons, Edina, focial, kind, 

With open arms the Stranger hail ; 

Their 



\ 
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Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind; 

Above the narrow, rural vale ; 
Attentive Hill to Sorrow's wail, 

Or modeft Merit's filent claim : 
And never may their fources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 

IV. 

Thy Daughters bright thy walks adorn, 

Gay as the gilded fummer Iky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair B ftrikes th ? adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy fhine : 
I fee the Sire of Love on high, 

And own his work indeed divine ! 



V. 

There watching high the leaft alarms, 
Thy rough rude Fortrefs gleams afar ; 

Lil 
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3Jut, by a poor man's hopes in Heav'n ! 
fSSfhile recolle&ion's pow'r is giv'n, 

w - 

■f, in the vale of humble life, 
^he vidtim fad of Fortune's ftrife, 
H, thro' the tender gufliing tear, 
(Should recognize my Majler dear, 
If friendlefs, low, we meet together, 

Then, Sir, your hand, — my Friend and Bro- 
ther ! 



TO 
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TO A 



LOUSE, 



On feeing one on a Lady's Bonnet at Cburafy* 



JljLA ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie, 
Your impudence protects you fairly : 
I canna fay but ye ftrunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
Tho' faith, I fear, ye dine but fparely . 

On fie a place. 

Ye 
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Ye ugly, creepin, blaftit wonner, 
Detefted, fhunn'd by faunt an' firmer, 
How dare ye fet your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a Lady ! 
Gae foinewhere elfe and feek your dinner, 

On fome poor body. 



Swith, in fome beggar's haffet fquattle ; 
There ye may creep, and fprawl,. and fprattle 
Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle, 

In fhoals and nations ; 
Whare born nor bane ne'er dare unfettle 

Your thick plantations, 



\ 



Now haud you there, ye're out o' fight, 
Below the fatt'rils, fnug an' tight j 
Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmoft, tow' ring height 

O' Mifi's bonnet. 



My 
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My footh ! right bauld ye fet your nofe out, 
As plump and gray as onie grozet ; . 
O for fome rank, mercurial rozet, 

Or fell, red fmeddum, 
I'd gie you fie a hearty doze o't, 

Wad drefs your droddum ! 

I wad na been furpris'd to fpy 
You on an auld wife's flainen toy ; 
Or aiblins fome bit duddie boy, 

On's wyliecoat ; 
But Mifs's fine Lunardi ! fie, 

How daur ye do't ! 

O, Jenny r dinna tofs your head, 
An' fet your beauties a' abread ! 
Ye little ken what curfed fpeed 

The blaftie's makin ! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin ! 

O 
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Like fome bold Vet'ran, gray in arms, 
And mark'd with many a feamy fear : 

The ponderous wall and maffy bar, 
Grim-rifing o'er the nigged rock ; 

Have oft withftood dflailing War, 
And oft repell'd the Invader's fhock* 

VI. 

With awe-ftruck thought, and pitying tearsj 

I view that noble, (lately Dome, 
Where Scotia's kiilgs of other years, 

Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 
Alas, how chang'd the times to come ! 

Their Royal Name low in the duft ! 
Their haplefs Race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho' rigid Law cries out, 'twas juft ! 

VII. 

Wild beats my heart, to trace your ftaps", 
Whofe anceftors, in days of yore, 

Vol. JI. F Thro' 
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Thro' hoftile ranks and ruin'd gaps 
Old Scotia's bloody Lion bore ; 

Ev'n I who fing in ruftic lore, 

Haply, my Sires have left their fhed, 

And fac'd grim Danger's loudeft roar, 
Bold-following where your Fathers led ! 



VIIL 

Edina ! Scotia's darling feat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
"Where ojice beneath a Monarch's feet 

Sat Legiflation's fov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-fcatter'd flow'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I ftray'd, 
And finging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 

I fhelter in thy honor'd fhade. 



EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



J. L*****K, 



AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD. 



April i. 1785. 



HILE briers an' woodbines budding green, 
Paitricks fcraichin loud at e'en, 
morning Pouflie whiddin feen, 

Infpire my Mufe, 
F 2 this 
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i 

This freedom, in an unknown frien', 

I pray excufe. 

On Faften-een we had a rockin, 
To ca' the crack and weave our ftockin ; 
And there was muckle fun an jokin, 

Ye need na doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokiri 

At fang about. 

There was ae fang, amang the reft, 
Aboon them a* it pleased me beft, 

That fome kind hufband had addreft 

To fome fweet wife : 

It thirlM the heart-ftrings thro* the breaft, 

A' to the life. 

* 

I've fcarce heard ought defcrib'd fae weel, 
What gen'rous, manly bofoms feel ; 

Thought I, < Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

« 
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' Or Seattle's wark !' 
y tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 

: pat me fidgin-fain to hear't, 

I fae about him there I fpier't, 

m a' that ken't him round declared, 

He had ingine, 
tt nane excell'd it, few cam near't, 

It was fae fine< 

'hat fet him to a pint of ale, 
either douce or merry tale, 
rhymes an' fangs he'd made himfel. 

Or witty catches, 
reen Invernefs and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

'hen up I gat, an 1 fwoor an aith, 

)' J fnould pawn my plqpgh and graith, 

F 3 Or 
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Or die a cadger-pownie's death, 

At fome dyke-back f 

A pint an* gill I'd gie them baith, 

To hear your crack, 

But, firft an' foremoft, I fliould tell, 
Amaift as foon as I could fpell, 
I to the crambo jingle fell, 

Tho' rude an' rough, 
Yet crooning to a body's fel, 

Does weel eneugh. 

I am nae Poet, in a fenfe, 
But juft a Rhymer, like, by chance^ 
An* hae to Learning nae pretence, ^ ji 

Yet, what the matter ? | . 
Whene'er my Mufe does on me glance, f j 

I jingle at hen 

> fi 

* Youp 



*i 



\ 
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Your Critic-folk may cock their nofc, 
And fay, ' How can you e'er propofe, 
* You wha ken hardly verfe frae profe, 

4 To mak a, fang?' 
;- But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're maybe wrang. 



What's a* your jargon o' your Schools, 
Your Latin names for horns an' ftools ; 
If honed nature made you fools, 

What fairs your Grammars ? 
Ye'4 better taen up fpades and fhools, 
/ Or knappin-hammers. 

A fet o' dull, conceited Hafhes, 
Confufe their brains in College clafTes ! 
. They gang in Stirks, and come out Afles, 

Plain truth to fpeak ; 
An' fyne they think to climb Parnaflus 

By dijfo' Greek !. 

F 4 Gie 
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Gie me ae fpark o' Nature's fire, 
That's a* the learning I defire ; 
Then though I drudge thro' dub an' mire^ 

At pleugh or cart, 
My Mufe, tJiQUgh hamely in attire, 

May touch the heart, 

» 
O for a fpunk o' Alianh glee, 

Or Ferguforfs, the bauld and flee, 

Or bright Z*****jfc's, my friend to be, 

If I can hit it ! 
That would be tear eneugh for me, 

If I could get ft. 

Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' re&l friends, I b'lieve are few, 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I'fe no infift, 
But gif ye want ae friend that's true, 

Jfpx on your lift. 



* ( 89 ) 

I winna blaw about myfel ; 
As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 
But friends and folks that wilh me well, 

They fometimes roofe me \ 
Tho' I maun own, as monie flill 

As far abufe me. 

There's ae weefaut they whiles lay to me, 
J like the laffes — Gude forgie me ! 
For monie a plack they wheedle frae me, 

At dance or fair ; 
Maybe fome ither thing they gie me 

They weel can fpare, 

But Maucbline Race, or Mauchtine Fair, 
J fhould be proud to meet you there ; 
We'fe gie ae night's difcharge to care, 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a fwap o' rbymin-ware 

Wi ? ane anither. 

The 



( 90 ) 

The four-gill chap, we'fe gar him clatter, 
An* kirfen him wi* reekin water ; 
Syne we'll fit down fen' tak our whitter, 

Ttf chear our heart ; - 

* -~ 

An' faith, we'fe be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa ye felfifti warly race, 
Wha think that havins, fenfe, an' grace, 
Ev'n love an' friendfhip, fhould give place 

To catch-the-plank f 
I dinna like to fee your face, 

Nor hear your cracky 

But ye whom focial pleafure charms, 
Whofe hearts the tide of kindnefs warms, 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

' Each aid the others,* 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

Mfr friends, my brothers ! 

' But, 



( 9i ) 

But, to conclude my lang epiftle, 
As my auld pen's worn to the grifsle ; 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fifle, 

Who am, moft fervent, 
While I can either ling, or whifsle, 

Your friend and fervantf 



x 

TO 



s 



( 9* ) 



tO THE SAME. 



.\ 



April 21. 1785, 



WHILE new-ca'd kye rout at the flake, 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take, 

To own I'm debtor, 
To honeft-hearted , auld L*****k, 

For his kind letter. 



Forjefket 



( 93 ) 

Forjefket fair, with weary legs, 
Rattlin the corn otit-owre the rigs, 
Or dealing thro* amang the naigs 

Their ten hours bite, 
My awkart Mufe fair pleads and begs, 

I wou'd na write. 

The tapetlefs ramfeezl'd htzzie, 
She's faft at beft, and fomething lazy, 
Quo* fhe, ' Te ken, we've been fae bufy, 

' This month an* mair, 
4 That trouth my head is grown right dizzie, 

' An* fomething fair.' 

Her dowfF excufes pat me mad ; 
1 Confcience,' fays I, ' ye thowlefs jad ! 
' I'll write, an' that a hearty blaud, 

€ This vera night ; 

* So dinna ye affront your trade, 

1 But rhyme it right, 

' Shall 



( 94 ) 

< Shall baulA.L*****k, the king o' hearty 
• Tho' mankind were a pack o* cartes,- 
' Roofe you fae weel for your deferts, 

• In terms fae friendly, 
' Yet ye'U negled to fhaw your parts, 

' An* thank him kindly I* 

Sae I gat paper in a blink, 
An* down gaed Jlumpie in the ink : 
Quoth I, • Before I fleep a wink, 

' I vow I'll clofe it ; 
1 An' if ye winna mak it clink, 

4 By Jove I'll profe it !•' 
'* 
Sae I've begun to fcrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or profe, or baith thegither, 
Or fome hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 

Let time mak proof j 
But I fball fcribble down fome blether 

Juft clean afF-loof.- 

My 



( 95 ) . 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an* carp, 
Tho' Fortune ufe you hard an* fharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleefome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how Fortune waft an' warp ; 

She's but a b-tch. 

She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg, 
Sin I could ftriddle owre a rig ; 
TJut, by the L— d, tho' I fhould beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I'll laugh, an' fing, an' fliake my leg, k 

As lang's I dow ! 

Now comes the fax an' twentieth fimmer, 
I've feen the bud upo' the timmer, 
Still perfecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year ; 
But yet, defpite the kittle kimmer, 

/, Rob, am here. 



Do 
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Do ye envy the city Gent, 

i 

Behint a kift to lie and fklent, 

Or purfe-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. 

And muckle wame* 
In fome bit Brugh to reprefent 

A Bailie's name ? 

Or is't the paughty, feudal Thane, 
Wi' ruflTd fark an 1 glancing cane, 
Wha thinks himfel nae fheep-fhank bane, 

. But lordly (talks, 
While caps and bonnets aff are taen, 

As by he walks ? 

' O Thou wha gies us each guid gift J 
* Gie me o* wit an* fenfe a lift, 
' Then turn me^Vtf Thou pleafe, adrift, 

,,%v . '* Thro' Scotland wide j 
1 Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna fhift, 

' In a' their pride !' 

Weref 
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Were this the charter of our ftate, 

£ On pain o' hell be rich an' great,' 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
But, thanks to Heav'n, that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 



For thus the royal Mandate ran, 
When fhrft the human race began, 
' The focial, friendly, honeft man, 

* Whate'er he be, 

g 'Tis he fulfils great Nature* s plan, 

4 An' none but be ! 

O Mandate glorious and divine ! 
The followers of the ragged Nine, 
Poor thoughtlefs devils ! yet may fliine 

In glorious light, 
While fordid fons of Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 

Vol. II. G Tho 1 
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Tho' here they fcrape, an' fqueeze, an' growl, 
Their worthlefs nievefu' of a foul 
May in fome future carcafe howl, 

The foreft's fright ; 
Or in fome day-detefting owl 

May fhun the light. 

Then may Z#****£ and 2? # **# arife, 
To reach their native, kindred Ikies, 
AnAJing their pleafure?, hopes, an' joys, 

In fome mild fphere, 
Still clofer knit in friendftiip's ties 

Each pafling year ! 



TO 
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TO 



W # s * * * * * N, Ochiltree. 



£S 



May 1785. 

1 GAT your letter, winfome Willie ; 
Wi* gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie j 
Tho* I maun fay't, I wad be filly, 

An' unco vain, 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie, 

Your flatterin ftrain. 

Ga But 



1 



W*»\&V 



► 
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But Ffe believe ye kindly meant it, 
I fud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic fatire, fidelins fklented 

On my poor Mufie ; 
Tho' in fie phraifin terms ye've penn'd it, 

I fcarce excufe ye. 

My fenfes wad be in a creel, 
Should I but dare a hope to fpeel, 

i 

Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbertfield, 

The braes o' fame ; 

Or Fergufon, the writer-chiel, 

A deathlefs name. 

(O Fergufon ! thy glorious parts 
111 fuited law's dry,.mufty arts ! 
My curfe upon your whunftane hearts, 

Ye Enbrugh Gentry ! 
The tythe o* what ye wafte at cartes 

Wad ftow'd his pantry !) 

Yet 



.m*-4A»-i v 
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Yet when a tale comes i* my head, 
Or lafles gie my heart a fcreed, 
As whiles they're like to be my dead, 

(O fad difeafe !) 
I kittle up my rujiic reed ; 

It gies me eafe. 

Auld Coila now may fidge fu' fain, 
She's gotten Poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' refound again 

Her weel-fung praife. 

Nae Poet thought her worth his while, 
To fet her name in meafur'd flyle ; 
She lay like fome unkend-of ifle 

Befide New-Hollan\ 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil 

Befouth Magellan, 

G 3 Ram/ay 



/ 
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Ratnfay an' famous Fergufon 
Gied Forth an' Toy a lift aboon j 
Tarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings, 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Boon, 

Naebody lings. 

Th' Illiffus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine % 
Glide fweet in monie a tunefu' line 1 
But, Willie, fet your fit to mine, 

An' cock your creft, 
We'll gar our ftreams an' burpies ftiine 

Up wi' the beft. 

We'll ling auld Coital plains an' fells, 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather-bells, 
Her banks an' braes, her dens an' dells, 

Where glorious Walltice 
Aft bure the gree, as ftory tells, 

Frae Southron billies. 



At 
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At Wallace' name what Scottifti blood 
But boils up in a fpring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearlefs fathers ftrode 

By Wallace* fide, 
Still preffing onward, red-wat fhod, 

Or glorious dy'd. 

O fweet are Coila's haughs an 1 woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids, 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro* the braes the cufhat croods 

With ifcaifo' ery ! 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro* the naked tree ; 
Or frofts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Dark'ning the day ! 

G4 O 



X. 
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O Nature ! a' thy fhew an' forms, 
To feeling, penfive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the Summer kindly warms, 

Wi* life an' light, 
Or Winter howls, in gully ftorms, 

The lang, dark night ! 

The Mufe, nae Poet ever fand her, 
Till by himfel\he learn'd to wander, 
Adown fome trotting burn's meander, 

An' no think lang j 
O fweet, to ftray an* penfive ponder 

A heart-felt fang ! 

The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-fhouther, jundie, ftretch an' drive, 
Let me fair Nature's face defcrive, 

And I, wi' pleafure, 
Shall let the bufy, grumbling hive 

Bum owrc their treafure, 

Fareweel, 



Ni 



\ 

V 
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1 

Fareweel, ' my rhyme-compofing brither !' 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ithcr : 
Now let us lay our heads thegithcr, 

In love fraternal : 
May Envy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend, infernal ! 

While Highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes ! 
While moorlan' herds like guid, fat braxies ; 

While Terra Firma, on her axis, 

Diurnal turns, 

2ount on a friend, in faith an' practice, 

In Robert Burns. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



My memory's no worth a preen ; 
l bad amaift forgotten clean, 



Ye 



( io6 ) 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this new-light *, 

'Bout which our herds fae aft hae been 

Maift like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callans 
At Grammar, Logic, an' fie talents, 
They took nae pains their fpeech to balance, 

Or rules to gje, 
But fpak their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, 

Like you or me. 

In thae auld times, they thought the Moon, 
Juft like a fark, or pair o' fhoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her laft roon, 

Gaed pad their viewing, 

An' fhortly after flie was done 

They gat a new one. 

This 

* See Note, p. 91. 
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This paft for certain, undifputed ; 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 
Till chiels gat up an* wad confute it, 

An' ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang. 

Some herds > weel learn' d upo' the beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing mifteuk ; 
For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk, 

An' out o' fight, 
An' backlins-comin, to the leuk, 

She grew mair bright. 

This was deny'd, it was affirmed ; 
The herds an' hiffels were alarm'd : 
The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' ftorm'd, 

That beardlefs laddies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae 
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Frae lefs to mair it gaed to (licks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks : 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt ; 
An' fome, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hang'd an' brunt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands, 
An' auld-Iight caddies bure lie hands, 
That faith, the youngfters took the fands 

Wi' nimble fhanks, 
Till Lairds forbade, by ftrid: commands, 

Sic biuidy pranks. 

But new-light herds gat fie a cowe, 
Folk thought them ruin'd ftick-an-ftowe, 
Till now amaift on ev'ry knowe, 

Ye'll find ane plac'd ; 
An' fome, their new-light fair avow, 

J Lift quite barefae'd. 

Nat 
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Nae doubt the auld-light flocks are bleatin ; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' fweatin ; 
VTyfel, I've even feen them greetin 

Wi' girnin fpite, 
To hear the Moon fae fadly lie'd on 

By word an' write. 

But fhortly they will cowe the louns ? 
Some auld-light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind't, in things they ca balloons, 

To tak a flight, 
An' ftay ae month amang the Moons, 

An' fee them right. 

Guid obfervation they will gie them ; 
An' when the auld Moon's gaun to lea'e them, 
The hindmoft fhaird, they'll fetch it wi' them, 

Juft i' their pouch, 
An' when the new-light billies fee them, 

I think they'll crouch ! 

Sai\ 
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Ye hae fae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked, druken rants, 
Ye mak a devil o' the Saunts, 

An' fill them fou j 

« 

And then their failings, flaws, an' wants, 

Are a' feen thro'. 

Hypocrify, in mercy fpare.it ! 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Sparc't for their fakes wha afteh wear it, 

The lads in black j 
But your curft wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives' t afF their back. 

Think, wicked Sinner, wha ye're fkaithing, 
It's juft the Blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' Saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naitbing 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony unregenerate Heathen 

Like you or L 

I've 
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I've fent you here fome rhyming ware, 
A* that I bargained for an' mair ; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to fpare, 

I will expeft, 
Yon Sang * ye'U fen* t wi' cannie care, 

." And no neglelt. / 

Tho' faith, fma' heart hae I to fing ! 
My Mufe dow fcarcely fpread her wing ! 
I've play'd myfel a bonnie fpring, 

An' danc'd my fill ; 
I'd better gaen an* fair'd the King, 

At Bunker's Hill 



'Twas ae night lately in ftiy fun, 
I I gaed a roving wi* the gun, 
An f brought a Paitrick to the grun', 

A borinre hen, 
Vol. II. H ■ And, 

9 A Jong he had promifed the Author. 
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And, as the twilight was begun, 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt ; 
I ftrakit it a wee for fport, 
Ne'er thinkin they wad fafti me for't ; 

But, Deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody tells the Poacber-Court 

The hale affair. 



Some auld, us'd hands had taen a note, 
That fie a hen had got a (hot ; 
I was fufpe&ed for the plot ; 

I fcorn'd to lie ; 
So gat the whifsle o' my groat, 

An* pay't thtfee. 

But, by my gun, o' guns the wale, 
An' by my pouther an' my hail, 

An 1 
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An f by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' fwear ! x 

The Game ihall pay, o'er moor an* dale, 

For this, nieft year. 

As foon's the clockin-time is by, 
An* the wee pouts begun to cry, 
fj — d, Pfe hae fportin by an' by, 

For my gowd guinea : 
•- Tho* I ihould herd the buck/kin kye 
t For't, ii* Virginia. 



Trowth, they had muckle for to blame 1 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
But twa-three draps about the wame 

Scarce thro* the feathers ; 
&n 7 baith a yellow George to claim, 

An' thole their blethers ! 



» 
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It pits me ay as macPs a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time's expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, refpe&ed Sir, 

Tour mod obedient. 



JOHfo 



( "7 ) 



,JOHN BARLEYCORN*, 



BALLAD. 



Sf 



L 

JL HERE was three kings into the eaft, 

Three kings both great anci: high, 
An 9 they hae (worn a folemn oath 
John Barleycorn ihould die- 

H 3 IX. 

• This is partly compofed on the plan of an old fong 
known by the fame name* 



i 



» » 
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II. 

They took a plough and plowed him down, 

Put clods upon his head, 
And they hae fworn a folemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 



III. 

But the chearful Spring came kindly on, 

And fhow'rs began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again, 

And fore furpris'd them all. 



The fultry funs of Summer came, 
And he grew thick and ftrong, 



H 
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His head weel artn'd wi* pointed fpears, 
That no one fhould him wrong. 



V. 

The fober Autumn enter* d mild, 
When he grew wan and pale ; 

Hts bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 



VI. 

His colour ficken'd more and more, 

He faded into age; 
And then his enemies began 

To fhow their deadly rage. 



VII. 

They've taen a weapon, long and lharp, 
And cut him by the knee j 

H 4 Then 
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Then ty'd him fall upon a cart, 
Like a rogue for forgerie. 



VIII. 

They laid him down ijpon his back, 
And cudgelTd him full fore ; 

They hung him up before the ftorm, 
And turn'd him o'er, and o'er. 



IX. 

They filled up a darkfome pit 
With water to the brim, 

They heaved in John Barleycorn, 
There let him fink or fwim. 

X. 

They laid him out upon the floor, 
To work him farther woe r 



And 
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And ftill, as figns of life appeared, 
They tofs'd him to and fro. 



XL 

They wafted, o'er a fcorching flame, 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a Miller us*d him worft of all, 

For he cruifififiwhim between two Hones. 



;t 



XII. 



* 

* And they hae taen his very heart's blood, 
And drank* it round and round ; 
And ftill the more and more they drank, 
Their joy did more abound. 



XIII. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 
Of noble enterprife, 

For 
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For if you do but tafte his blood, 
'Twill make your courage rife. 



XIV. 

'Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 
'Twill make the widow's heart to fing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 



XV. 

Then let us toaft John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glafs in hand ; 

And may his great pofterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotland ! 



( "3 ) 



FRAGMENT. 



Tune, KlLLICRANKIE. 



I. 

WHEN Guilford good our Pilot flood, 

An' did our hellim thraw, man ; 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Within America, man : 
Then up they gat the ma(kin-pat, 

And in the fea did jaw, man ; 
An* did nae lefs, in full Congrefs, 

Than quite refufe our law, man. 



It 



i 
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II. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was na flaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's burn he took a turn, 

And C-rl-t-n did ca', man : 
But yet, whatreck, he, at S>ucbcc t m 

Montgomery like did fa', man, 
Wi* fword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a' man. 



III. 

Poor Tammy G-ge within a cage 
Was kept at Bojlon ba\ man ; 
Jv Till Willie H~e took o'er the knowc 
- ; '\ For Philadelphia, man : 
; Wi' fword an' gun he thought a fin 
Guid Chriftian blood to draw, man ; 




• 



But 



V¥ 
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But at New-Vofk, wi* knife an' fork, 
Sir Loin he hacked fma', m&n. 



IV. 

B-rg--nc gaed up, like fpur an' whip, 
Till Frafer brave did fa', man ; 

Then loft his way, ae mifty day, 
In Saratoga fhaw, man. 

C-rnw-ll-s fought as lang's he dought, 
An' did the Buckfkins claw, man ; 

But Cl-nt-rCs glaive frae ruft to fave 
He hung it to the wa', man. 



V. 

*Then M-nt-gue 9 an' Guilford too, 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And S-ckv-lle doure, wha flood the ftoure, 

The German Chief to thraw, man : 

For 



( "6 ) 

for Paddy B-rke, like ony Turk, 
Nae mercy had at a', man ; 

An' Charlie F-x threw by the box, 
An 9 lows'd his tinkler jaw,' man. 






VI. 

Then R-ck-ngh-m took up the game ; 

Till Death did on him ca\ man ; 
When Sb-lb-rne meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to Gofpel law, man : 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noife, 

They did his meafures thraw, man ; 
For N-rth an' F-x united flocks, . 

An' bdre him to the wa', man* 



VII. 

Then Clubs an' Hearts were Charlie's cartes, 
He fwept the flakes awa', man, 

Till 



( "7 ) 

Till the Diamond's Ace, of Indian race, 
Led him a foil faux pas, man : 

The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 
On Chatham's Boy did ca', man; 

An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew, 
€ Up, Willie, waur them a' man !* 



VIII. 

Behind the throne then Gr-nv-lfc's gone, 

A fecret word or twa, man ; 
While flee D-nd-s arous'd the clafs 

Be-north the Roman wa', ipan : 
An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Infpired Bardies faw, man) * 
Wi* kindling eyes cry'd, « Willie, rife ! 

* Would I hae fear'd them a*, man !* 

IX. 

But, word an' blow, N-rtb, F-x and Co. 
Gowff 'd Willie like a ba', man, 

Till 



I 



( "8 ) 

Till Suthron raife, and cooft their claife 

Behind him in a raw, man : 
An* Caledon threw by the drone, 

An* did her whittle draw, man : 
An' fwoor fu' rude, thro' dirt an* blood 

To mak it guid in law, man. 



• ###### 



SONG 



( ™9 ) 



SONG. 



Tune, Corn rigs are bonnie. 



I. 

JIT was upon a Lammas night, 

When corn rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon*s unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew hy, wi* tentlefs heed, 

Till 'tween the late and early j 
Wi* fma* perfuafion fhe agreed, 

To fee me thro* the harley. 

Vol. II. I • II. 



k- 
i 

r 



1 



( *3° ) 



II. 



The flcy was blue, the wind was ftill, 

The moon, was fhining clearly ; 
I fet her down, wi* right good will, 

Amang the rigs o* barley : 
I ken't her heart was a* my ain ; 

I lov'd her moft fincerely ; 
I kifs'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o* barley. 



in. * 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My bleffings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o* barley ! 
But by the moon and ftars fo bright, 

That ihone that hour fo clearly ! 



She 



( '31 ) 

She ay fhall blefs that happy night, 
Amang the rigs o' barley. 



IV. 

I hae been blythe wi* comrades dear j 
I hae^been merry drinkin ; 

I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear ; 
I hae been happy thinking : 

But a* the pleafures e'er 1 faw, 

Tho' three times doubl'd fairly, 
That happy night was worth them a% 
Amang the rigs o' barley. 



CHORUS. 

Corn rigs, an* barley rigs, 

An" corn rigs are bonnie : 
I'll ne'er forget that happy night, 

Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 

I a SONG. 



( *3* ) 



O N G. 



COMPOSED IN AUGUST. 



Tune,—/ had a borfc, I had nae main 



asBte 



J*m 



i. 

Vi OW weftlin winds, and flaught'ring guns 

Bring Autumn's pleafant weather ; 
The Moorcock fprings, on whirring wings, 

Amang the blooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 

Delights the weary Farmer j 
And the moon fhines bright, when I rove at 
night, 

To mufe upon my Charmer. 

II. 



( »33 ) 



II. 

* 

The Partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The Plover loves the mountains ; 
The Woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The foaring Hern the fountains : 
Thro* lofty groves the Cufhat roves 

The path of man to fhun it ; 
The hazel bufh o'erhangs the Thrufh, 

The fpreading thorn the Linnet. 



m. 

Thus ev'ry kind their pleafure find, 

• The favage and the tender ; 
gome focial join, and leagues combine ; 

Some folitary wander : 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel fway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 

1 3 The 






•■■■■ .»*.,■.- -,*■ - 



■— «• ■ --» 



( 134 ) 

The Sportfman's joy, the murd'ring cry, 
The flutt'ring, gory pinion 1 



IV. 

But Peggy dear, the ev'ning's clear, 

Thick flies the fkimming Swallow j 
The Iky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let us ftray our gladfome way, 

And view the charms of Nature ; 
The ruftling corn, the fruited thorn, 

And ev'ry happy creature. 



V. 

We'll gently walk, and fweetly talk, 
Till the filent moon fhine clearly ; 

I'll grafp thy waift, and fondly prefs't, 
Swear how I love thee dearly ; 



Not 



( «35 ) 

Not vernal fhow'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not Autumn to the Farmer, 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely Charmer ! 



1 4 SONG. 



( l& ) 



ON G, 



Tune,— My Name, 0. 



i'i i 1 ■ saggy 



I. 

IjEhind yon hills where Stinchar Sows, 
'M ang moors an' mofles many, O, 

The trihtry fun the day has clos'd, 
And I'll awa to Nanie, O. 



II. 

The weftlin wind blaws loud an* fhill f 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, O ; 

But I'll get my plaid an' out I'll fteal, 
An' owre the hill to Nanie, O. 



III. 






( *37 ) 



III. 

My Nanie's charming, fweet an* young, 
Nae artfu' wile8 to win ye, O : 

May ill befa* the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nanie, O. 



IV. 

fler face is fair, her heart is true, 
As fpotlefs as fhe's bonnie, O ; 

The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 



V. 

A country lad is my degree, 

£n' few there be that ken me, O ; 



But 



\ 



■Li 



( '38 ) 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcbme ay to Nanie, O. 



VI. 

My riches a's my penny-fee, 
An 9 1 maun guide it cannie, O ; 

* 

But wari's gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 



VII. 



Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His fheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugh, 
An' has nae care but Nanie, 0. 



VIII. 



\ 



( 139 ) 



VIII. 

Come weel come woe, I care na by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will fen' me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
But live, an* love my Nanie, O. 



GREEN 



'.*-■... 



( MO ) 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 



FRAGMENT. 



i I ■«■ 



XfH» 



CHORUS. 

dreen grow the rajbes, j 

Green grow the rq/hes, s 
The/weetejl hours that e'er Ifpenf t 

Are f pent amang the laffes, 0. 

I. 

JL HERE's nought but care on ev'ry han\ 

In ev'ry hour that pafles, O : 
What fignifies the life o' man, 
An' 'twere na for the lafles, O. 

Green grow ', &c, 

IL 



( 14* ) 



II. 

The warly race may riches chafe, 

■ t An' riches ftill may fly them, O ; 

((to* tho' at laft they catch them fall, 

I Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 

! Green grow ', &c« 



I III. 

But gie me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my Dearie, O ; 
An* warly cares, an' warly men, 

May a' gae tapfalteerie, O. 

Green grow, &c. 

IV. 

For you fae doufe, ye fneer at this, 

Ye're nought but fenfelefs afles, O : 

The 



(142 ) 

The wifeft Man the warl' e'er faw, 
He dearly lov'd the laffes, O. 

Green grow, &c< 



V. 



Auld Nature fwears, the lovely Dears 

Her nobleft work flie claffes, O : 
Her prentice han' fhe try'd on man, 

An' then fhe made tl*e laffes, O. 

Green grow, &C? 



■•>* 



r /'" 



: '*> 



^F ^F i^F ^F ^f nt 



# 



song. 



( H3 ) 



O N G. 



Tune, — Jockey 1 s Grey Brecks. 



I. 

jljlGAIN rejoicing Nature fees 
Her robe aflume its vernal hues, 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze 
All frefhly ffeep'd in morning dews. 

i 



CHORUS, 



1 



( 144 ) 



* 



CHORUS 



And maun I JIM on Menie f doat f 
And bear the /corn that's in ber e'e ! 

For if s jet, jet black, an' it's like a bawk, 
An' it winna let a body be ! 



II, 

In vain to me the cowflips blaw, 

In vain to me the vi'lets fpring ; 
In vain to me, in glen or (haw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite fing. 

And maun IJlill, &c, 

III. 

* This Chorus is part of a fong compofed by a gen* 
tleman in Edinburgh, a particular friend of the Au- 
thor's. 

f Menie is the common abbreviation of Mariamne. 




1 



( 145 ) 



III. 

1 

The merry Ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' joy the tentie Seedfman ftalks, 

But life to me's a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And maun Iftill, &c. 



IV. 

The wanton coot the water fkims, 

Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, ' \ 

The (lately iwan majeftic fwims, 
And ev'ry thing is bleft but I. 

And maun IJlill, &c, 



Vol. II. K V. 



( '4« ) 



V. 

The fheep-herd fteeks his faulding flap, 
And owrc the moorlands whiftles fhill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring ftep 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun IJiill 9 &c. 



VI. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and darky 
Blythe waukens by the daify's fide, 

And mounts and fings on flittering wings, 
A woe- worn ghaift I hameward glide. 

And maun IJtill, &c< 



VII. 



( 147 ) 



* ■ i 

Come Winter, with thine angry howl, 
And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will foothe my cbearlefs foul, 
When Nature all is fad like me ! 

And maun I JIM on Menie doat, 
And bear the /corn that's in her e'e ! 

For it's jet 9 jet black, an 7 it's like a hawk} 
An* it winna let a body be. 



• • .■ /» 



& i SONG. 



( 148 ) 



O N G, 



Tune,— Rojlin Cqftle. 



I. 

X HE gloomy night is gath'ring faft, 
Loud roars the wild inconftant blaft, 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I fee it driving o'er the plain j 
The Hunter now has left the moor, 
The fcatt'red coveys meet fecure, 
While here I wander, preft with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

II, 



( 149 ) 



II. 

The Autumn mourns her rip'ning corn 
By early Winter's ravage torn j 
Acrofs her placid, azure Iky, 
She fees the fcowling tempeft fly : 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the ftormy wave, 
Where many a danger I muft dare, 
Fat from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



III. 

*Tis not the furging billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fatal, deadly fhore ; 
Tho' Death in ev'ry fhape appear, 
The Wretched have no more to fear : 
But round my heart the ties are bound, 
That heart tranfpierc'd with many a wound ; 

K 3 Thefe 



( *5<? ) 

Thefe bleed afrefh, thofe ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks pf Ayr, 



IV. 

Farewell, old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The fcenes where wretched Fancy roves. 
Purfuing paft, unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends ! farewell, n>y foes ! 
My peace with thefe, my love with thofe— 3 
The burfting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr I 



$QNG. 



( i5i ) 



S O N G. 



Tune, — Gilderoy. 



* l"V * m . ' ! ' " i i ■' ■ ■ . ■■•* . ' ■ 



FROM thee, Eliza, I muft go, 

And from my native fhore : 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundlefs ocean's roar : 
But boundlefs oceans, roaring wide, 

Between my Love and me, 
They never, never can divide 

■to 

My heart and foul from thee : 

K 4 II. 




( i5* ) 



II. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the laft throb that leaves my heart, 

While death ftands vi&or by, 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that lateft figh ! 



TH 



( 153 ) 



THE 



FAREWELL. 



TO THE BRETHREN OF St JAMES's LODGE, 

TARBOLTON. 



Tune,— Goodnight, and joy be wP you a\ 



I. 



ADIEU ! a heart- warm, fond adieu ! % 

Dear brothers of the tnyftic tye ! 
Ye favour' d, ye enlightened Few, 

Companions of my focial joy ! 



Tho' 



( XS4 ) 

t 

Tho' I to foreign lands mult hie, 
Purfuing Fortune's flidd'ry ha*, 

With melting heart, and brimful eye, 
I'll mind you ftill, tho' far ^wa\ 



II. 

Oft have I met your focial Band, 

And fpent the chearful, feftive night \ 
Oft, honour'd with fupreme command, 

Prefided o'er the Sons of light ; 
And by that Hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but Craft/men ever faw ! 
Strong Mem'ry on my heart fhall write 

Thofe happy fcenes when far awa\jj 

III. 

May Freedom, Harmony, aiid Love, 
Unite you in the grand dejign, 

Bene* 



( 155 ) 

P^eneath th' Omnifcient Eye above. 
The glorious Architedh Divine ! 

That you may keep th' unerring line. 
Still riling by the plummefs law, 

Till Order bright completely fhine, 
Shall be my pray'r when far awa\ 



IV. 

And Tqu farewell ! whofe merits claim, 

Juftly, that highejl badge to wear ! 
JHeav'n blefs your honoured, noble Name, 

To Mafonry and Scotia dear ! 
A laft requeft permit me here, 

When yearly ye aflembje a', 
Qne round, I afk it with a tear, 

Jq him, the Bard thafsfar awa\ 



SONG. 



( 156 ) 



o 



N 



G. 



Tune, — Prepare j my dear brethren, to the ta- 
vern let's fly, &c. 



I. . 

JNo Churchman am I for to rail and t# 

write, 
No Statefman nor Soldier to plot or to fight, 
No fly Man of Bufinefs contriving a fnare, 
For a big-belly'd bottle's the whole of my 



care. 



II. 



( 157 ) 



II. 

he Peer I don't envy, I give him his bow ; 

fcorn not the Peafant, tho' ever fo low ; 

at a club of good fellows, like thofe that are 

here, 
nd a bottle like this, are my glory and 

care. 



III. 

■« 

ere pafles the Squire on his brother — his 

horfe ; 

here Centum per Centum, the Cit with his 

purfe ; 

it fee you the Crown how it waves in the 
air, 

lere a big-belly'd bottle (till cafes my care. 



IV. 



( i5» ) 



IV. 

The wife of my bofom, alas ! fhe did die ; 
For fweet confolation to church I did fly ; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 
That a big-belly'd bottle's a cure for all cart. 



V. 

I once was perfiiaded a venture to make ; 
A letter iriform'd me that all was to wreck ; 
But the purfy old landlord juft waddled uji 

flairs, 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares; 



VI. 



i Life's cares they ate comforts * f — a [maxim 
laid down 

* Young's Night Thoughts. 



( 159 ) 

y the Bard, what d'ye call hitn, that wore 

the black gown ; 
nd faith I agree with th' old prig to a hair ; 
or a big-beHy'd bottle's a heav'n of care. 



A Stanza added in a Ma/on Lodge. 

hen fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow, 
nd honours mafonic prepare for to throw ; 
[ay every true brother of th' Compafs and 

Square 
ave a big-belly'd bottle when harafs'd with 

care; 



WRITTEN 



( »6o ) 



f 



WRITTEN 



IN 



FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 



ON NITH-SIDE. 



A HOU whom chance may hither lead, 

Be thou clad in ruflet weed, 
Be thou deckt in filken ftole, 
Grave thefe counfels on thy foul. 



Life 



( i6i ) 

Life is but a day at moft, 
Sprung from night, in darknefs loft ; 
. Hope not funihine ev'ry hour, 
* Fear not clouds will always lour. 

As Youth and Love, with fprightly dance, 
\ Beneath thy morning ftar advance, 

Pleafure with her firen air 
May delude the thoughtlefs pair ; 
JLet Prudence blefs Enjoyments cup, : 
t Then raptur'd fip, and fip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nigh, 
Doft thou fpurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud fummits wouldft thou fcale ? 
Check thy climbing ftep, elate, 
Evils lurk in felon wait : 



Vol. II. Ij Dangers, 



\ 



( ifo ) 

Danger?, eagle-pinioned, bold, 
Soar around each cliffy hold, 
While chearful Peace, with linnet Cong, 
Chants tfye lowly delfe among. 

A» the (hades of ev'ning clofe^ 
JJeck'ning thee to long repofe - T 
As life itfelf becomes difeafe, 
Seek the chimrjey-noqk of eafe. 
There ruminate with fober thought, 
On all thou' ft feen, and heard, and wrought ) 
And teach the fportive you nkers round, 
Laws of experience, fage aqd found. 
Say, man's true, genuine eftimate, 
The grand criterion of his fate, 
Is not, art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Did many talents gild thy fpan ? 
Pr frugal Nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and prefs It on their mind, 
^s thou thyfejf muft fhortly find. 



t 163 ) 

The fmile or frown of awful Heav'n, 
To Virtue or to Vice is giv'n. 
Say, to be juft, *nd kind, and wife, 
There folid felf-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolifli, felfifti, faithlefs ways. 
Lead to j>e wrefebed, vile, and bafe. 

Thus refign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lading fleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou fhalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn (hall pever Ijreak, 
Till Future Life, future no more, 
To light and joy the good reft ore, * 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go ! IJeav'n be thy guide ! 
. Quod the Beadfman of Nith-fide. 



A » 



L a ODE, 



( *6 4 V J 



O D E, 



SACRED TO THE MEMORY 



OF 



Mrs of 



JL/weller in yon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation, mark ! 
Who in widow weeds appears, 
JLaden with unhonoured years, 



Noofing 



•* 



( i6 5 ) 

Noofing with care a burfting purfe, 
Baited with many a deadly curfe ? 



STROPHE. 



View the wither' d beldam's face— - 
Can thy keen infpe&ion trace 
Aught of Humanity's fweet melting grace ? 
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows, 
Pity's flood there never rofe. 
See thofe hands, ne'er ftretch'd to fave, 

^ 

Hands that took but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron cheft, 

Lo, there fhe goes, unpitied and unbleft 

She goes, but not to realms of everlafting reft I 



L 3 ANTISTROPHE. 



i 



( Jtf ) 



ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of Armies, lift thine eyes I 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends), 
Seeft thou whofe ftep, urtwilling, hither 

bends ? 
No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper fkies ; 
'Tis thy trufty quondam Mate, 
Doom'd to fhare thy fiery fate, 
She, tardy, hell- ward plies; 



EPODfi. 



i 

A 



And ate they of no -mote avail, 

« - 

Ten thoufand glitt'ring pounds a-yeatr ? 
In other worlds can Mammon fail, 
Omnipotent as he is here ? 

m 

O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier, 



While 



i . 



( i<*7 ) 

\tfhile down the wretched vital part is driven ! 
The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a confcience 

clear, 
Expired in rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n. 



h 4 ELEGY 



\ 






( i68 ) 



ELEGY 



ON 



Capt. M H 



A Gentleman who held the Patent for his Ho- 
nours immediately from Almighty God ! 



But now bis radiant courfe is run, 
For Matthew's courfe was bright ; 

His foul was like tbe glorious fun, 
A matcblefs Heav'nly Light ! 



O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 

Haurl 



( l«9 ) 



/ 



-"" Haurl thee hame to his black fmiddie, 
*^ \ 

i O'er hurcheon hides, 

| And like flock- fiffi come o'er his ftuddie 
* Wi' thy auld fides ! 



He's gane, he's gane ! he's frae us torn, 
The ae bell fellow e'er was born ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's fel fliall mourn 

By wood and wild, 
Where, haply, Pity ftrays forlorn, 

x Frae man exil'd. 

Ye hills, near neebors o' the darns, 
That proudly cock your crefting cairns ! 
Te cliffs, the haunts of failing yearns, 

Where Echo flumbers I 
Come join, ye Nature's fturdieft bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 

V 

* 

Mourn, ilka grove the cuftiat kens ! 

Ye hazly fhaws and briery dens ! 

Te 



(170 ) 

1fe burnies, wimplin down your glen$, 

Wi' toddlin din, 

Or foaming, ffrang, wi f hafty ftens, 

Frae lin to lin. 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lee $ 
Te (lately foxgloves fair to fee j 
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In fcented bow'rs ; 
Ye rofes on your thorny tree, 

The firft o* flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grafly blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head, 
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance fhed, 

I* th* ruftling gafle, 
Ye maukins whiddin thro' the glade, 

Come join my Wail. 



Morur; 



( *7* ) 

Mourn, ye wee fengfters o f the wood j 
e groufs that crap the heather bud ; 
e curlews calling thro' a clud ; 

Ye whittling plover ; 
md mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ; 

He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, fdoty coots, and fpeckled teals ; 
. r e fiflier herons, watching eels ; 
re 4uck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
re bitterns, till the quagmire reels, . 

Rair for his fake. 

Mourn, clam'ring craiks at clofe o* day, 
Mang fields o* flow'ring clover gay ; 
Vnd when ye wing your annual way 

Frag our cauld fhore, 
rell thae far warlds, wh& lies in clay, 

Wham we deplore. 



Ye 



% 
\ 



t 



— *■ 
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Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow'r, 
In fome auld tree, or eldritch tow'r, 
What time the moon, wi* filent glow'r, 

Sets up her horn, 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife morn ! 



O, rivers, forefts, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty ftrains : 
But now, what elfe for me remains 

But tales of Woe ? 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 



Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year f 
Jlk cowflip cup fhall kep a tear : 



Thou 
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u, Simmer, while each corny fpear 

Shoots up its head, 

gay, green, fLow'ry treffes (hear, 

For him that's dead ! 

tiou, Autumn, wi' thy yellow hair, 
rief thy fallow mantle tear ! 
u, Winter, hurling thro' the air 

The roaring hlaft, 
e o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've loft ! 

ourn him, thou Sun, great fource of light ! 
rn, Emprefs of the filent night ! 
you, ye twinkling ftarnies bright, 

My Matthew mourn ! 
hrough your orbs he's taen his flight, 

Ne'er to return. 



O, 
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q > h******** ! the man ! the b*<*Uer ! 
And art thou gone, and gene for ever ! 
And haft thou croft that unknown fiver, 

Life's dreary bound ! 
Like thee, where fliali I fiqd another, 

The world around ! 

Go to your fculptur'd tombs, y$ Gfeat, 
In a' the tinfel tralh o' ftate ! 
But by thy honeft turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae beft fellow's fate 

E'e* lay in earth* 



THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, pafifenger ! my ftory's brief, 
And truth I (hall relate, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief, 
For Matthew was a great man. 
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J{ thou uncommon merit haft, 

" Yet fjmrn'd at Fortune's door, man ; 
J^look of pity hither call, 

For Matthew was a poor man. 

Jf thou a poble fodger &rt, 

That paffeft by this grave, man, 

r }There moulders h6re a gallant heart j 
For Matthew was 3 br^ve man. *- 

- If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Canft throw uncommon light, man ; 
Here lies wha weel had won thy praife, 
JTor Matthew Was 9, bright man. 

If thou at Friendfhip's facred ca' 
Wad life itfelf refign, man ; 

Thy fympathetic tear piaun fa', 
JToy Matthew was a kind man. 



If 



n 



c 176 ) 

If thou art ftaunch without a ftain, 
Like the unchanging hlue, man ; 

This was a kinfman o* thy ain, 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou haft wit, and fun and fire, 
And ne'er gude wine did fear, man j 

This was thy billie, dam, and fire, 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggifh whingin fot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man j 
May dool and forrow be his lot, 

For Matthew was a rare man. 



m 
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LAMENT 



or 



JifkRT ^UEEN OF SCOTS 



ON TU£ 



APPROACH OF SPRING. 



JN OW Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And fpreads her ftieets o' dailies white 

Out o'er the grafly lea : 

Vol. IT. M Now 
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Now Phoebus chears the cryftal ftreams, 

And glads the azure ikies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That faft in durance lies. 



Now laverocks wake the merry morn, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild, wi* many a note, 

Sings drowfy day to reft : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall oppreft. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 
The primrofe down the brae ; 

The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 
And milk-white is the flae : 

The meaneft hind in fair Scotland 
May rove their fweets amang ; 



B 
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But I, the Queen of a* Scotland, 
Maun lie in prifon ftrang. 

[ was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy 1 hae been ; 
EV lightly rafe I in the morn, 

As blythe lay down affc'en : 
And I'm the Sovereign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Set here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou falfe woman, 

My lifter and my fae, 
Grim vengeance yet (hall whet a fword 

That thro' thy foul (hall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breaft 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

M 2 My 
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■ 

My fon ! my fon ! may kinder ftars 

Upon thy fortune fhinc : 
And may thofe pleafures gild thy reign, 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'ft thy mother's friend, 

Remember him for me ! 

O ! foon, to me, may fummer-funs 

Nae mair light up the morn ! . 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 
And in the narrow houfe o' death t J 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flow'rs that deck the fpring,. 

Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



m 
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T« 



<r##### G***** of F*****, Es<i. 



LATE cripplM of an arm, and now a leg, 
k . About to beg a pafs for leave to beg ; * 
J>ull, liftlefs, teas' d, deje&ed, and depreft, 
(Nature is adverfe to a cripple's reft) ; 
Will generous G***** lift to his Poet's wail ? 
(It foothes poor Mifery, hearkning to her 
tale), 

M3 And 
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And hear him curfe the light he firft furvey'd, 
And doubly curfe the lucklefs rhyming trade. 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found, 
One (hakes the foreils, and one fpurns the 

ground : 
Thou giv'ft the afs his hide, the fnail his fhell, 
Th* envenom'd wafp, vi&orious, guards his 

cell. — 
Thy minions, kings defend, controul, devour, 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. — 
Foxes and ftatefmen, fubtile wiles enfure ; 
The cit and polecat (link, and are fecure. 
Toads with their poifon, do&ors with their 

drug, 
The pried and hedgehog in their robes, are 

fnug. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n filly woman has her warlike arts, 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded fpear and 
darts* 

But Oh ! thou bitter ftep-mother and hard, 

To thy poor, fencelefs, naked child the 

Bard ! 
A. thing unteachable in world's (kill, 
And half an idiot too, more helplefs ftill. 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated fight to fhun ; 
No horns, but thofe by lucklefs Hymen worn, 
And thofe, alas ! not Amalthaea's horn : 
No nerves olfa&'ry, Mammon's trufty cur, 
Clad in rich Dulnefs' comfortable fur. 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 
He bears th' unbroken blaft from ev'ry fide : 
Vampyre bookfellers drain him to the heart, 
And fcorpion critics curelefs venom dart. 

M 4 Critics 



t 
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Critics — appall' d, I venture on the name, 

■ 

Thofe cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame: 
Bloody difle&ors, worfe than ten Monroes j 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expofe. 

His heart by caufelefs wanton malice wrung, 
By blockheads daring into madnefs ftung ; . 
His well-won bays, than life itfelf more dear, 
By mifcreants torn, who ne'er one fprig muft 

wear ; 
FoiPd, bleeding, tortur'd, in th* unequal ftrifc. 
The haplefs Poet flounders on thro' life. 
Till fled each hope that once his bofom fir'd, 
And fled each Mufe that glorious once in- 

fpir'd, 
Low-funk in fqualid, unprotefted age, "| 

Dead, even refentment, for his injur'd page, I 
He heeds br feels no more the ruthlefs Cri- 
tic's rage ! 

So, 



1 
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So, by fome hedge, the gen'rous fteed de- 
ceased, 
For half-ftarv'd fnarling curs a dainty feaft ; 
By toil and famine worn to fkin and bone, 
Lies, fenfelefs of each tugging bitch's fon, 

O Dulnefs ! portion of the truly bleft ! 
Calm fhelter'd haven of eternal reft ! 
Thy fons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar froft, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high fhe fills the golden cup, 
With fober felfifh eafe they fip it up : 
Confcious the bounteous meed they well de- 

ferve, 
They only wonder " fome folks" do not ftarve. 
The grave fage hern thus eaiy picks his frog, 
And thinks the mallard a fad worthlefs dog. 
When difappointment fnaps the clue of hope, 
And thro' difaftrous night they darkling grope, 

With 
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With deaf endurance fluggiftily they bear, 
And juft conclude that " fools are Fortune's 

care." 
So, heavy, paffive to the tempeft's (hocks, 
Strong on the fign-poft Hands the ftupid ox. 

Not fo the idle M ufes' mad-cap train, 
Not fuch the workings of their moon-ftruck 

brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
But turns in foaring heav'n, or vaulted hell. 

I dread thee, Fate, relentlefs and fevere, 
With all a poet's, huflband's, father's fear ! 
Already one ftrong hold of hope is loft, 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in duft ; 
(Fled, like the fun eclips'd as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
O ! hear my ardent, grateful, felfifh pray'r ! 
F*****, my other ftay, long blefs and fpare ! 

Thro' 
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Thro' a long life his hopes and wifhes crown ; 
And bright in cloudlefs Ikies his fun go down ! 
May blifs domeftic fmooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life ; and foothe his lateft 
breath, 

With many a filial tear circling the bed of 
death ! 



LAMENT 
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LAMENT 



FO R 



JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN, 



JL HE wind blew hollow frae the hills, 

By fits the fun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding ftream : 
Beneath a craigy fteep, a Bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely taen. 

H9 
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He lean'd him to an ancient aik, 

Whofe trunk was mould'ring down with 
years ; 
His locks were bleached white with time, 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ; 
And as he touch'd his trembling harp, 

And as he tun'd his doleful fang, 
Xhe winds, lamenting thro' their caves, 

To echo bore the notes alang, 

*' Ye fcatter'd birds that faintly fiug, 

" Thfe reliques of the vernal quire ! 
€ * Ye woods that fhed on a' the winds 

•• The honours of the aged year ! 
* * A few Ihort months, and glad and gay, 

" Again ye'll charm the ear and e ? e ; 
*' But nocht in all revolving time 

'* C»n gladnefs bring again to me. 



« 
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" I am a bending aged tree, 

#< That long lias flood the wind and rain ; ' 
" But now has come a cruel blaft, 

" And my laft hold of earth is gane ; 
" Nae leaf o* mine lhall greet the fpring, 

" Nae fimmer fun exalt my bloom ; 
" But I maun lie before the ftorm, 

" And ithers plant them in my room. 

" I've feen fae mony changefu' years, 

" On earth I am a ftranger grown ; 
" I wander in the ways of men, 

" Alike unknowing and unknown : 
" Unheard, unpitied, unrelieved* 

" I bear alane my lade o* care, 
" For filent, low, on beds of duft, 

" Lie a* that would my forrows fhare. 



u 
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" And laft, (the fum of a' my griefs !) 

*" My noble matter lies in clay ; 
" The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

" His country's pride, his country's flay : 
" In weary being now I pine, 

" For a' the life of life is dead, 
" And hope has left my aged ken, 

•' On forward wing for ever fled. 

4t Awake thy laft fad voice, my harp ! 

" The voice of woe and wild defpair ! 
" Awake, refound thy lateft lay, 

" Then deep in filence cvermair ! 
" .And thou, my laft, beft, only friend, 

" That filleft an untimely tomb, 
" Accept this tribute from the Bard 

" Thou brought from fortune's mirkeft 
" gloom. 



a 



In 
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" In Poverty's low barren vale, 

" Thick mifts, obfcure, involved me round J 
" Though oft I turn'd the willful eye, 

" Nae ray of fame was to be found : 
" Thou found'ft me, like the morning fun 

" That melts the fogs in limpid air, 
" The friendlefs Bard and ruftic fong, 

" Became alike thy foftering care. 

" O ! why has worth fo fhort. a date ? 

" While villains ripen grey with time ! 
" Muft thou, the noble, gen'rous, great, 

" Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
" Why did I live to fee that day ? 

" A day to me fo full of woe ? 
" O ! had I met the mortal fhaft 

" Which laid my benefa&or kxw ! 



et 



The 
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'* The bridegroom may forget the bride, 

" Was made his wedded wife yeftreen ; 
4€ The monarch may forget the crown 

" That on his head an hour has been ; 
* 4 The mother may forget the child 

" That fmiles fae fweetly on her knee j 
** But I'll remember thee, Glencairn, 

" An' a' that thou haft done for me!" 
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LINES, 



S I N T TO 



Sir John Whiteford of Whiteford, Bart. 
With the foregoing Poem. 



A HOU, who thy honour as thy God rever'ft, 
Who, fave thy mind's reproach, nought earth* 

ly fear'ft, 
To thee this votive off ring I impart, 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
The Friend thou valued'ft, I the Patron lov'd ; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 
We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone, 
And tread the dreary path to that dark world 

unknown. 

TAM* 




t. 
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TAM O' SHANTER. 



TALE. 



Of Brownyis and ofBogillis full is this Bute. 

Gawin Dougxas. 



W HEN chapman billies leave the ftreet, 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, 
As market-days are wearing late, 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; 
"While we fit boufing at the nappy, 
An* getting fou and unco happy, 

N2 We 
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We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The moffes, waters, flaps, and ftyles, 
That lie between us and our hapie, 
Whare fits our fulky fallen dame, 
Gath'ring her brows like gath'ring ftornj, 
Nurfing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honcft Tarn o 9 Sbanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr wham ne'er a town furpafles, 
For honeft men and bonny lafles.) 

O Tarn ! hadft thou but been fae wife, 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a fkellum, 
A blethering, bluftering, drunken blcllum j 
That frae November till O&ober, 
Ae market-day thou was nae fober ; 
That ilka meldcr, \vi* the miller 
Thou fat as lang as thou had filler : 



■4 
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i 

\ That ev'ry naig was ca'd a fhoe on, 

The fmith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
\ That at the L — d's houfe, ev'n on Sunday, 
• Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday. 

w 

'• She prophefy'd, that, late or foon, 

[ Thou would be found deep drown' d in Doon j 

f Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk, 

: By Alloway r 9 auld haunted kirk. 

r 

i 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet, 
To think how mony counfels fweet, 
! How mony lengthen'd fage advices, 
The hufband frae the wife defpifes ! 

But to our tale : Ae market night, 
ftatn had got planted unco right ; 
Fad by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming fwats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 
His ancient, trufty, drouthy crony ; 

N 3 Tarn 
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* Tarn lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi* fangs an' clatter J 
And ay the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi* favours, fecret, fweet, and precious : 
The Souter tauld his queereft ftories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The ftorm without might rair and ruftle, 
Tarn did na mind the ftorm a whiftle. 

Care, mad to fee a man fae happy, 
E'en drown'd himfelf amang the nappy - 9 
As bees flee hame wi* lades o' treafure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi* pleafure ; 
Kings may be bleft, but Tarn was glorious, 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious ! 

But pleafures are like poppies fpread, 
You feize the flow'r, its bloom is fhed j 

Or 
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Or like the fnow falls in the river* 

A moment white then melts for ever ; 

Or like the borealis race, 

That flit ere you can point their' place ; 

Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evanifhing amid the ftorm. — 

Nae man can tether time or tide ; 

The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 

That hour, o' night's black arch the key-dane* 

That dreary hour he mounts his beaft in ; 

And fie a night he tacks the road in, 

As ne'er poor firmer was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'tWad blawn its laft j 
The rattling fhow'rs rofe on the blaft ; 
The fpeedy gleams the darknefs fwallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd : 
That night, a child might underftand, 
The Deil had bufinefs on his hand. 

N 4 Weel 
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Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tarn ikelpit on thro* dub and mire, 
Defpiling wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles holding fall his gude blue bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er fome auld Scots fonnet ; 
Whiles glow'ring round wi* prudent cares, 
Left bogles catch him unawares : 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaifts and houlets nightly cry.— 

By this time he was crofs the ford, 
Whare in the fnaw the chapman fmoor'd ; 
And paft the birks and meikle ftane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo't mither hang'd herfel.— - 

Before 
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Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling ftorm roars thro' the woods ; 
The lightnings flafh from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll : 
When, glimmering thro* the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Attoway feem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And loud refounded mirth and dancing. — 

Infpiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canft make us fcorn ! 
Wi' tippeny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi* ufquabae we'll face the devil !— 
The fwats fae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie flood right fair aftonifh'd, 
Till, by the heel and hand admonifh'd, 
She ventured forward on the light ; 
And, vow ! Tam faw an unco fight ! 

Warlocks 
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Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, ftrathfpeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the eaft, 
There fat auld Nick, in fhape o' bead ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them mufic was his charge : 
He fcrew'd the pipes, and gart them fkirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. — 
Coffins flood round, like open preffes, 
That fhaw'd the dead in their laft dreffes ; 
And by fome devilifh cantrip flight, 
Each in its cauld hand held a light.— 
By which, heroic Tarn was able 

To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims j 

Twa fpan-lang, wee, unchriften'd bairns ; 
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 
Wi' his laft gafp his gab did gape ; 

Five 
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ffive tomahawks, wi' blude red-rufted ; 

IFive fcymitars, wi' murder crufted ; 

-A garter, which a babe had ftrangled, 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain foil o' life bereft, 
The grey hairs yet ftack to the heft : 
Wi* mair o' horrible and awefu', 
Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu'. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew faft and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reel'd, they fet, they crofs* d, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin fwat and reekit, 
And cooft her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her fark ! 

Now Tarn, O Tarn ! had thae been queans, 
A' plump and {trapping in their teens, 

Th<*r 



( 2°4 ) 

Their farks, in (lead o' creefhie flannen. 
Been fnaw-white feventeen hunder linnen ! 
Thir breeks o ? mine, my only pair, 
That ance were plulh, o' gude blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en them off my hurdies, 
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad fpean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a crummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy ftomach. 

But Tarn kend what was what fu' brawlie r 
There was ae winfome wench and wawlie,. 
That night enlifted in the core, 
(Lang after kend on Carrick fliore ; 
For mony a beaft to dead flie (hot,, 
And perifh'd mony a bonnie boat,. 
And fhook baith meikle corn and bear r 
And kept the country-fide in fear) ; 

4 Her 
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f Her cutty fark, o' Paifley harn, 

That while a laffie fhe had worn, 
In longitude tho' forely fcanty, 

f It was her beft, and fhe was vauntie.-r- * 

* 

? Ah ! little kend thy reverend grannie, 

That fark fhe coft for her wee Nannie, 

\ Wi' twa pund Scots, ('twas a 1 her riches), 

* 

S Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 



* 



But here my Mufe her wing maun cour j 
pic flights are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To fing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A fouple jade fhe was and ftrang), 
And how Tarn flood, like ane bewitch'd, 
: And thought his very een enrich' d ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain, 

And hotch'd and blew wi* might and main : 

■ 

f Till firfl: ae caper, fyne anither, 
tfam tint his reafon a' thegither, 

And 
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And roars out, " Weel done, Cutty-fark !" 
And in an inftant all was dark : 
And fcarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellifh legion Tallied. 

As bees bizz out wi* angry fyke, 
When plundering herds aflail their byke ; 
As open puffie's mortal foes, 
When, pop ! flie ftarts before their nofe ; 
As eager runs the market- crowd, 
When " Catch the thief!" refounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch fkreech and hollow. 



Ah, Tarn ! Ah, Tarn ! thou'll "get thy fairin 
In hell they'll roaft thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate foon will be a woefu' woman ! 

Now, 
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\ Now, do thy fpeedy utmoft, Meg, 

1 

{ And win the key-ftane * of the brig ; 
I There at them thou thy tail may tofs, 
I A running ftream they dare na crofs. 

s 

* But ere the key-ftane (lie could make, 

J The fient a tail (he had to (hake ! 

; For Nannie, far before the reft, 

I Hard upon noble Maggie preft, 

\ And flew at "fam wi* furious ettle ; 
t 
But little wift Ihe Maggie's mettle 



Ae fpring brought off her matter hale, 

But left behind her ain grey tail : 

I The carlin claught her by the rump, 

: And left poor Maggie fcarce a dump. 
» 



V 

J 
-i 



Now, 



* It is a well known fa£l that witches, or any evil 
fpirits, have no power to follow a poor wight any far- 
ther than the middle of the next running ftream. — It 
may be proper likewife to mention to the benighted 
traveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever 
danger may be in his going forward, there is much 
more hazard in turning back. 



/ 



/ ( «* ) 

1 

/ Now, wha this tale o' truth (hall read, 

Ilk man and mother's fon, take heed : 
Whene'er to drink you are inclined, 
Or cutty -larks run in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Remember Turn o 1 Shantcr'% mare* 



ON 



* 



( *09 ) 



ON §EEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP 
BY ME, WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST 
SHOT AT. 



Inhuman man ! curfe on thy barVrous art, 

And blafted be thy murder-aiming eye j 
May never pity foothe thee with a figh, 
Nor ever pleafure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and ver- 
dant plains 

To thee fhall home, or food, or paftime yield. 

Vol. II. O Seek, 



\ 
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Seek, mangled wretch, fome place of wonted 
reft, 
No more of reft, but now thy dying bed ! 
The fheltering ru flies whittling o'er thy 
head. 
The cold earth with thy bloody bofom preft. 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, muling, wait 

The fober eve, or hail the chearful dawA, 
I'll mifs thee fporting o'er the dewy lawn ? 

And curfe the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy 
haplefs fate. 



ADDRESS 



( MI ) 



ADDRESS 



TO THE 



SHADE of THOMSON, 



On crowning his Bust, at Ednam, Roxburgb/hire, 

with Bays. 



WHILE virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfolds her tender mantle green, 

Or pranks the fod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian drains between. 

While Slimmer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling fhade, 

Yet oft, delighted, flops to trace 
The progrefs of the fpiky blade. 

O 2 While 






( 2" ) 

While Autumn, benefa&or kind, 

By Tweed eredts his aged head, 
And fees, with felf-approving mind, 

Each creature on his bounty fed. 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence claflic Yarrow flows, 
Roufing the turbid torrent's roar, 

Or fweeping, wild, a wafte of fnows. 

» 

So long, fweet Poet of the Year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well haft won 
While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

Prpclaims that Thorn/on was her fon. 



EPITAPHS. 






J 



( 313 ) 



EPITAPHS, 



ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER* 

HERE Sowtcr **** in Death does fleep j 

To H-ll, if he's gane thither, 
Satan,* gie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll haud it weel thegither. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

# 

Below thir ftanes lies Jamie's banes ; 

O Death, it's my opinion, 
Thou ne'er took fuch a bleth'rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 

O 3 ON 



r 



( ^4 ) 



ON WEE JOHNNTE. 

Hicjacet wee Johnnie. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know, 
That Death has murder'd Johnnie t 

An' here his body lies fu' low 

For faul he ne'er had onjr. 



-«■ 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

s 

O ye whofe cheek the tear of pity ftains, 

Draw near with pious rev'rence, and at- 
tend ! , 
Here lie the loving Hufband's dear remains, 
The tender Father, and the gen'rous Friend. 

The 



( 2i 5 ) 

The pitying heart that felt for human Woe ; 
The dauntlefs heart that fear'd no human 
Pride ; 
The Friend of Man, to Vice alone a Foe ; 
44 For ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's 
" fide*." 



FOR R. A. Es(i. 

Know thou, O ftranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honoured name ! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart Death ne'er made cold. 



O4 FOR 



* Goldfmith. 



( «6 ) 



FOR 6. H. Esq. 

The poor man weeps — here G ■ n fleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blam'd : 

But with fucb as be, where'er he be, 
May I be fav'd or 



A BARB's EPITAPH. 

IS there a whim-infpired fool, 
Owre faft for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to feek, owre proud to fnool, 

Let him draw near ; ] 
And owre this grafly heap fing dool, 

And drap a tear. 



( "7 ) 

Is there a Bard of ruftic Cong, 
'Who, notelefs, (teals the crowds among, 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pafs not by ! 
Jtot, with a frater-feeling ftrong, 

Here, heave a figh. 

' Is there a man, whofe judgment clear, 
Can others teach the courfe to fteer, 
Yet runs, himfelf, life's mad career, 

Wild as the wave j 
Here paufe — and, through the darting tear, 

Survey this grave. 

The poor Inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn and wife to know, 
And keenly felt the friendly glow, 

And fofter flame ; 
Lifrt thoughtlefs follies laid him low, 

And ftain'd his name ! 

Reader, 



( 218 ) 

Reader, attend — whether thy foul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 

In low purfuit ; 

Know, prudent, cautious, felf-controul, 

Is Wifdom's root. 



OK 



( 219 ) 



I 

\ 



ON THE 



L.ate Captain GROSE's Peregrinations thro* 
Scotland, colledting the Antiquities of 
that Kingdom. 



i 






JxEAR, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Trae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ; — 4 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 
A chield's amang you, taking notes, 

And, faith ! he'll prent it, 

% 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 

O' 
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O* ftature fhort, but genius bright, 

That's he, mark weel— 

And wow ! he has an unco flight 

O' cauk and keel. 

By fome auld, houlet- haunted, biggin*, 
Or kirk deferted by its riggin, 
It's ten to ane ye'll find him fnug in 

Some eldritch part, 
Wi' deils, they fify, L— d fafe's ! colleaguin 

At fome black art. — 

Ilk ghaift that haunts auld ha' or chamer, 
Ye gipfy-gang that deal in glamor, 
And you deep-read in hell's black grammar, 

Warlocks and witches j 
Ye'U quake at his conjuring hammer, 

Ye midnight b ■ es. 

It'* 

* Vide his Antiquities of Scotland. 
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It's tauld he was a fodger bred, 

4 And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 

i 

^ But now he's quat the fptfrtle-blade, 

' And dog-fkin wallet, 

And taen the—— Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets : 
Rufty aim caps and jinglin jackets *, 
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont gude ; 
F And parritch-pats, and auld faut-backets, 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve's firfl: fire he has a cinder ; 
Auld Tubal-cain's fire-fhool and fender ; 

That 



* Vide his Treatife on Ancient Armour and Wea- 
pons. 
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s 

That which diftinguifhed the gender 

O' Balaam's afs ; 

A broom- flick o' the witch of Endor, „ 

Weel (hod wi' brafs. 

Forbye, he'll fhape you aflf fu' gleg 
The cut of Adam's philibeg ; 
The knife that nicket Abel's craig 

He'll prove you fully, 
It was a faulding jodteleg, 

Or lang kail-gullie. — 

But wad ye fee him in his glee, 
For meikle glee and fun has he, 
Then fet him down, and twa or three 

Gude fellows wi' him ; 
And port, port ! ftiine thou a wee, 

And then ye'U fee him 

No\ 



— ^*--i"— .-•-*- 1 



t. 

r 

i 
j 

i 
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Now, by the Pow'rs o' Vcrfe and Profe ! 
IThou art a dainty chield, O Grofe ! — 
Whae'er o' thee fhall ill fuppofe, 

They fair mifca' thee ; 
jL'd take the rafcal by the nofe, 

Wad fay, Shame fa* thee* 



/ ' 



TO 



t 

i 



1 



I 



1 



( « 4 ) 



TO 



Miss C*********, a very young Ladj. 



Written on a blank leaf of a Book, prefen 

to her by the Author. 



Jjkauteous rofc-butl, young and gay, 
Blooming on thy early May, 
Never may'ft thou, lovely Flow'r, 
Chilly fhrink in fleety fhow'r ! 
Never Boreas' hoary path, 
Never Eurus' poisonous breath, 
Never baleful ftellar lights, 
Taint thee with untimely blights .' 

Nei 



( ™$ ) 

TJevef, never reptile thief 

Riot on thy virgin leaf ! 

Nor even Sol too fiercely view 

Thy bofom bluftiing ftill with dew ! 

Mayft thou long, fweet crimfon gem, 
kichly deck thy native ftem ; 
Till fome evening, fober, calm, 
dropping dews, and breathing balm, 
While all around the woodland rings, 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem fings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful found, 
Shed thy dying honours round, 
And refign to Parent Earth 
The lovelieft form fhe e'er gave birth. 






Vol. II. P SONG. 




( 32$ ) 



O N G. 



ANNA, thy charms my bofom £ 
And wafte my foul with care ; 

But ah ! how bootlefs to admire,. 
When fated to defpair ! 

Yet in thy prefence, lovely Fair, 

To hope may be forgiv'n ; 

> » 

For fure 'twere impious to defpair 
So much in fight of Heav'n. 



Oa 



( i2 7 ) , 



On reading, in a Newspaper, the Death 

of J M'L -, Esq^ Brother to a 

Young Lady, a particular Friend of the 
Author's. 



tectacadbeaMHaai 



bAD thy tale, thou idle page, 

And rueful thy alarms : 
Death tears the brother of her love 

* 

From Ifabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The morning rofe may blow ; 

But cold fucceflive noontide blafts 
May lay its beauties low. 



p 2 Fair 



i 



( 228 ) 

Fair on Ifabella's morn 
The fun propitious fmil'd ; 

But, long ere noon, fucceeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil'd* 

Fate oft tears the bofom chords 
That Nature fineft fining : 

So Ifabella's heart was form'd, 
And fo that heart was wrung* 

Dread Omnipotence, alone, 
Can heal the wound He gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief- worn eye* 

» 

To fcenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue's blofToms there fhall blow, 
And fear no withering blaft j. 

There Ifabella's fpotlefs worth 
Shall happy be at laft. 



THE 



( **9 ) 



THE 



HUMBLE PETITION 



OF 



B R U A R WATER* 



TO THE 



NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 



JVlY Lord, I know your noble e$r 

Woe ne'er aflails in vajn ; 
Embolden' d thus, I beg you'll hear 

Tour humble Have complain, 

P 3 How 

* Bruar Falls, in A thole, are exceedingly pifturefque 
and beautiful *, but their effect is much impaired by the 
want of trees aud fhrubs. 



j 



4 



( n° ) 

How faucy Phoebus' fcorching beams. 

In flaming fummer-pride, 
Dry-withering, wade my foamy ftreams, 

And drink iqy cryftal tide. 

The lightly-jumping, glowrin trouts, 

That thro* my waters play, 
If, in their random, wanton fpouts, 

They near the margin ftray ; 
If, haplefs chance ! they linger Jang, 

I'm fcorching up fo fhallow, 
They're left, the whitening ftanes amang, 

In gafping death to wallow. 

Laft day I grat wi' fpite and teen, 

As Poet B**** came by, 
That, to a Bard, I fhould be feen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Even as I was he fhor'd me ; 



But, 



_ _•.*. - 
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But had I in my glory been, 
He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the fkelvy rocks, 

In twitting ftrength I rin : 
There, high my boiling torrent fmokes, 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying large each fpring and well 

As Nature gave them me, 
I am, altho' I fay't myfel, 

i 

Worth gaun a mile to fee. 

Would then my noble matter pleafe 

To grant my higheft wifh^s, 
He'll fhade my banks wi* tow'ring trees, 

And bonnie fpreading bulhes. 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You'll wander on my banks, 
And liften mony a grateful bird 

Return you tuneful thank?. 

P 4 The 




*~ T ■»,.: » 






( *3* ) 

The fober laverock, warbling wild ? 

Shall to the Ikies afpire ; 
The gowdfpink, Mufic's gayeft child, 

Shall fweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird ftrong, the lintwhite clear, 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin penfive Autumn chear/ 

In all her locks of yellow : 

This too, a covert fhall enfure. 

To fliield them from the ftorm ; 
And coward maukin fleep fecure, 

Low in her graffy form : 
Here fhall the (hepherd make his feat, 

To wave his crown of flow'rs ; 
Or find a fhelt'ring fafe retreat, 

From prone defcending fhow'rs. 



And 



( 333 ) 

And here, by fweet endearing fteal$h, 

Shall meet the loving pair, 
Pefpifing worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care : 
The flow'rs fliall vie in all their charms 



And birfes extend their fragrant arms 

To fcreen the dear embrace. 

% 

Here haply too, at vernal dawn, 
Some mufing bard may ftray, 

And eye the fmoking, dewy lawn, .. 

■ And mifty mountain, grey ; 

Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 
Mild-chequering thro' the trees, 

Rave to my darkly dafhing ftream, 
Hoarfe-fwelling on the breeze. 



Let 



) 



t 
\ 



\ 



The hour of heav'n to grace, * 



r 



.«- -.•*>.&• • -■•*.". j *JlteL_j.i. *.. 



*.*.^*,t* 
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Let lofty firs, and afhes cool, 

My lowly banks o'erfpread, 
And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

Their fliadows' wat'ry bed : 
Let fragrant birks in woodbines dreft 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for the little fongfter's neft, 

The clofe enibow'ring thorn. 

So may, Old Scotia's darling hope, 

Your little angel band 
Spring, like their father's, up to prop 

Their honour'd native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's fartheft ken, 

To focial-flowing glaffes, 
The grace be— — " Athole's honeft men, 

" And Athole's bonnie laffes !" 



( 



r>. ■■ 



( 235 )' 



On fearing fome Water-Fowl in Loch- 
Turit, a wild fcene among the Hills of 

OlJGHTERTYRE. 



WHY, ye tenants of the lake, 

lor me your wat'ry haunt forfake ? 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my prefence thus you fly ? 
Why difturb your focial joys, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ?— ^ 

> 

Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 
Bufy feed, or wanton lave ; 



Or, 



( *3* ) 

Or, beneath the flickering rock, 
Bide the furging billow's fhock. 

Confcious, blufhing for our race, 
Soon, too foon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud ufurping foe, 
Would be lord of all below : 
Plumes himfelf in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant ftern to all befide. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below, 
In his breaft nopity dwells, 
Strong Neceffity compels. 
But, Man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying Heav'n, 
Glories in his heart humane 
And creatures for his pleafure flain. 
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In thefe favage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wand'ring fvvains, 
Where the mofly riv'let ftrays, 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life's poor feafon peaceful fpend. 

Or, if man's fuperior might 
Dare invade your native right, 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his pow'rs you fcorn \ 
Swiftly feek, on clanging wings, 
Dther lakes and other fprings ; 
\nd the foe you cannot brave, 
Scorn at leaft to be his Have. 



Written 



d 






( *& ) 



1 

Written with a Pencil over the Chimnet* 
piece, in the Parlour of the Inn at Ken- 
more, Taymouth. 



Admiring Nature in her wild eft grace, i 
Thefe northern fcenes with weary feet I trace)] 
O'er many a winding dale and painful deep, 
Th' abodes of covey'd groufe and timid Iheep, 
My fa? age journey, turious, I purfue, 
Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view. — 
The meeting cliffs each deep-funk glen di- 
vides, 

The woods, wild-fcatter'd, clothe their ample 
fides, 

Th' 
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h' outftretching lake, imbofomed 'mong the 

hills, 
he eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
he Tay meand'ring fweet in infant pride, 
he palace riling on his verdant fide ; 
he lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native 

tafte ; 
he hillocks dropt in Nature's carelefs hafte ; 
he arches finding o'er the new-born ftream ; 
he village glittering in the noontide beam — 

>etic ardors in my bofom fwell, 

one wand'ring by the hermit's moffy cell : 

he fweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

h' inceflant roar of headlong tumbling 

floods— 

####### 

ere Poefy might wake her heav'n-taught 

lyre, 
nd look through Nature with creative fire ; 

Here, 



( 2 4° ) 

Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconciTd, 
Misfortune's lightened Heps might wander 

wild ; 
And Difappointment, in thefe lonely bounds, 
Find balm to footh her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart- ftruck Grief, might heav'nward 

ftretch her fcan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 

####### 



' -4k 



Written 




( MI ) 



Written with a Pencil, Handing by the Fall 
of Fyers, near Loch-Ness. 



AMONG the hteathy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyers pours his mofly floods ; 
Till full he dafhes on the rocky mounds, 
Where, thro' a fliapelefs breach, his ftream 

refounds. 
As high in air the burflBg torrents flow, 
As deep recoiling furges foam below, 
Prone down the rock the whitening fheet-de- 

fcends, 
And viewlefs Echo's ear, aftonilhed, rends. 

Vol. II. Q^ Dim-feen, 
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Dim-feen, through riling mifts and ceafelefs 

ftiow'rs, 
The hoary cavern, wide-furrounding, low'rs. 
Still thro' the gap the ftruggling river toils, 
And ftill, below, the horrid caldron boils- 



####### 

• 



• 



On 



( *43 ) 



On the Birth of a Posthumous Child, 
born in peculiar Circumftances of Family- 
Distress. 



uweet flow'ret', pledge o' meikle love, 
. And ward o' mony a prayer, 
What heart o* ftane wad thou na move, 
Sae helplefs, fweet, and fair. 

November hirples o'er the lea, 

Chill, on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the fhelt'ring tree, 

Should fhield thee frae the ftorm. 

Q^2 May 
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May He who gives the rain to pour, 
And wings the blaft to blaw, 

Protedt thee frae the driving fhow'r, 
The bitter froft and fnaw. 

]Vf ay He, the friend df wb* arid want; 

Who heals life's various ftounds, 
Protect and guard the mother plant, 

And heal her cruel wounds. 

But late Ihe flourifh'd, rooted faft, 
Fair on the fummer morn : 

' » » ' , 

Now, feebly bends (he, ih the blaft, 

Unfhelter'd and forlorn. 

■ ■• • > 

m 

Bleft be thy bloom, tfou lovely gem, 
Unfcath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent Item 
Arife to deck our land. 



- t 



THE 



( 245 ) 



- x^ 



* HE 



WHISTLE. 



BALLAD. 



•* i 



. » . . 



As the authentic Profe hiftoty of the Whis- 
tle is curious, I fliall here give it. — In the 
train of Anne of Deftmark, when (he came 
to Scotland with our James the Sixth, there 
came over alfo a Danifh gentleman of gigan- 
tic ftature and great prowefs, and a match- 
lefs champion of Bacchus. He had a little 

. Q^3 ebony 



-—•■••fcjM^ 
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ebony Whittle, which, at the commence- 
ment of the orgies, he laid on the table ; 
and whoever was laft able to blow it, every 
body elfe being difabled by the potency of 
the bottle, was to carry off the Whittle as 
a trophy of vi&ofy. — The D&ne produced 
credentials of his vi&ories, without a fingle 
defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stock- 
holm, Mofcow, Warfaw, and feveral of 
the petty courts in Germany; and chal- 
lenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the alter- 
native of trying his prowefs, or elfe of ac- 
knowledging their inferiority. — After many 
overthrows on the part of the Scots, the 
Dane was- encountered by Sir Robert Lpw- 
rie of Maxwelton, anceftor to the; prefent 
worthy baronet of that name ; who, after 
three days and three nights, hard conteft, 
left the Scandinavian under the table, " And 
" blew on the Whittle his requiem ihrill." 
'♦. - . Sir 
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Sir Walter, fon to Sir Robert before mention- 
ed, afterwards loft the Whittle to Walter 
Riddel of Glenriddel, who had married a 
lifter of Sir Walter's. — On Friday, the 16th 
O&ober 1790, at Friars-Carfe, the Whittle 
was once more contended for, as related 
in the Ballad, by the prefent Sir Robert 
Lowrie of Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Efq; 
of Glenriddel, lineal defcendant and.repre- 
Tentative of Walter Riddel, who won the 
Whittle, and in whofe family it had con- 
tinued ; and Alexander Fergufon, Efq; of 
Craigdarroch, like wife defcended of the 
great Sir Robert; which laft gentleman 
carried off the hard-won honours of the 
field. 



I Sing of a Whittle, a Whittle of worth, 
I fing of a Whittle, the pride of the Nofit 

Q.4 




% 
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Was brought to the court of our good Scottifh 

king, 
And long with this Whittle all Scotland fh'all 

ring. 

Old Loda *, ftill rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle fends down from his 

hall— 
" This Whiftle's your challenge, to Scotland 

" get o'er, 
" And drink them to hell, Sir ! or ne'er fee 
" me more !" 

Old poets have fung, and old chronicles tell, 
What champions ventur'd, what champions 

fell; 
The fon of great Loda was conqueror ftill, 
And blew on the Whittle his requiem fhrill. 

J* Till 

'"■W- * See Offian's Caric-thura. 
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Till Robert, the lard of the Cairn and the 

Scaur, 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in 

war, 
He drank his poor god-fhip as deep as the 

fea, 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, vi&orious, the trophy has 

gain'd, 
Which now in his houfe has for ages remained ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his 

blood, 
The jovial conteft again have renew'd. 

Three joyous good fellows,<with hearts clear 
of flaw ; . 
Craigdarroch, fo famous for wit, worth, and 
law ; 

And 
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And trufty Glenriddel, fa flcill'd. in old 
coins ; 

And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old 
wines. 

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue ftnooth 

as oil, 
Defiring Glenriddel to yield up the fpoil ; 
Or elfe he would mufter the heads of the 

clan, 
And once more, in claret, try which was the 

man. 



" By the gods of the ancients !" Glenriddel 

replies, 
" Before I furrender fo glorious a prize, 
" I'll conjure the ghoft of the great Rorie 

"More* 
" And bumper his horn with him twenty times 



" o'er." 



Sir 



* See Johnfon's Tour to the Hebrides. 
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Sir Robert, a foidicr, no fpeech would pre- 
tend, 

it he ne'er turn'd his back on his foe — br 
his friend, 

id, tofs down the Whittle, the prize of the 
field, 

nd, knee-deep in claret, he'd die or he'd 
yield. # 

• < 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes re- 
pair, 

3 noted for drowning of forrow and care ; 

ut for wine and for welcome not more known 
to fame, 

han the fenfe, wit, and tafte of a fweet love- 
ly dame. 

A Bard was feledled to witnefs the fray, 
.nd tell future ages the feats of the day ; 

A 



( *5* ) 

A Bard who detefted all fadnefs and fpleen, 
And wifh'd that Parnaffus a vineyard had 
been. 

The dinner being over, the claret they 

ply, 

And ev'ry new cork is a new fpring of 

joy; 

In the bands of old friendfhip and kindred fo 

fet, 
And the bands grew the tighter the more 

they were wet. 

Gay Pleafure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne'er witnefs'd fo joyous a 

core, 
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite 

forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd fee them next 

morn. 



Six 
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Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the 

night, 

When gallant Sir Robert, to finifli the 

fight, 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of 

* • ■ 

red, 
And fwore 'twas the way that their ancef- 
tor did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, fo cautious and 

fage, 
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would 

wage ; 
A high ruling elder to wallow in wine ! 
Jle left the foul bufinefs to folks lefs di- 

* 

vine. 



The 
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The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the 

end; 
But who can With Fate and Quart Bumpers | 

contend ? 
Though Fate faid, — a hero fhould ^perlfh in 

light ; 
So uprofe bright Phoebus — and down fell the 

V 

knight. 

Next uprofe our Bard, like a prophet in 

drink : — 
" Craigdarroch, thou It fbar when creation 

" fhall fink ! 
" But if thou would flourifh immortal in 

" rhyme, 

" Come — one bottle more — and have at the 

■«* 
" fublime ! 



" Thy 
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" Thy line, that have ftruggled for freedom 

" with Bruce, 
" Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 
" So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 
" The field thou haft won, by yon bright god 

" of day !"• 
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GLOSSARY. 



THE cb and gh have always the guttural 
found. The found of the Englifh diph- 
thong oo, is commonly fpelled ou. The 
French u, a found which often occurs in 
the Scottifh language, is marked oo, or ui. 
The a in genuine Scottifti words, except 
when forming a diphthong, or followed by 
an e mute after a fingle confonant, founds 
generally like the broad Englifh a in wall. 
The Scottifh diphthong ae, always, and ea, 
very often, found like the French e mafcu- 
line. The Scottifh diphthong ey, founds 
like the Latin ex. 



A 



A. Aboon, above, up 

Abread, abroad, in fight 
5, all Ae, one 



Aback, away, aloof Aff, off; ^Tb^unpreme- 
Abeigh, at a fhy diftance ditated 

R a. Afore, 
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Afore, before 

Aft, ofc 

Aften, often 

Agley, off the right line, 

wrong 
Aiblins, perhaps 
Ain, own 
Aim, iron 
Aith, an oath 
Aits, oats 

Aiver, an old hprfe 
Aizle, a hot cinder 
Akwart, awkward 
Alake, alas 
Alane, alone 
Amaift, alrnoft 
Amang, among 
An', and, if 
A nee, once 
Ane, one, an 
Anither, another 
Artfu* artful 
Afe, allies 

Afteer, abroad, fiirring 
Aught, eight, ppffefiioB, as 

in a* my aught, in all my 

poflelTion 
Auld, old 
Auld farran, or auld far. 

rant, fagacious, cunning, 

prudent 
Ava\ at all 
Awa', away 
Awfu' awful 



Awn, the, beard of barley, 

dats, &c. 
Awnie, bearde d 
Ayont, beyond 



B. 



BA\ ball 
Backlins coming, co- 
ming back, returning 

Bad, did bid 

Bade, endured, did flay 

Baggie, the belly 

JJajnie, having large bones, 
flout 

Bairn, a child 

Bairntime, a family of chil- 
dren, a brood 

Baith, both 

Bane, bone 

Bang, an effort 

Bardie, diminutive of bard 

Barefit, barefooted 

Barket, barked 

parkin, barking 

Barmie, of, or like barm 

Bafhfu', bafbful 

Batch, a crew, a gang 

Batts, bots 

Baudrons, a cat 

Bauk, a crofe beam ; B auk- 
en , the end of a beam 

Bauld, bold \ BaMy % bold- 

BawPnt, 



( a6i ) 



Bawf'nt, having a white 
ftripe down the face 

Be, to let be 9 to give over, 
to ceafe 

Beaftie, dimin. of beaft 

Beet, to add fuel to fire 

Befa\ to befall 

Behint, or behin', behind 

Belly-fu\ belly full 

Bely ve, by and by 

Ben, into the /pence or par- 
lour 

Benlomond, a noted moun- 
tain in Dtfnbartonfbire 

Beuk, a book 

Be't, be it 

Bethankit, the grace after 
meat 

Bicker, a kind of wooden 
did), a fhort race 

Biel, or bield, fhelter 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful 

Big, to build ; Bigget % buifd- 
ed 

Biggen, building, a houfe 

Bill, a bull 

Billie, a brother, a young 
fellow 

Bing, a heap of grain, po- 
tatoes, &c. 

Birkfe, a clever fellow 

Birring, the noife of par- 
tridges, &c. when they 

Bit, crifi™ nick of time 

R 



Bizz, a buftle, to buzz 

Blaftie, a flirivelled dwarf, 
a term of contempt 

Blaftit, blafted 

Blate, bafhful, flieepifli 

Blather^ bladder 

Blaud, a flat piece of any 
thing ; to flap 

Blaw, to blow, boaft 

Bleatin, bleating 

Bleezing, blazing 

Bieffin, bleffing 

Blether, to talk idly ; non- 
fenfe 

Bleth'fen, talking idly 

Blink, a Httle while, a fmil- 
ing look ; to look kind- 
ly, to fhine by fits 

BHttkef a term of contempt 

Blinkin, fm irking 

Braegovtfn, one of thofe 
beggars who get annual* 
ly, on the King's birth- 
day, a blue cloak or 
gown with a badge 

Braid, blood; Bltridy,b\ooSj 

BTirflrt, did bfum 

Blype, a flired, a large 
piece • 

Bock, tor vcfmir, to gufli in- 
termittently 

Bocked, gtrfhed, vomited 

Bodle, a fmall old coin 

Bonnie, or bonny, hand- 
fome, beautiful 

5 Bonniiie, 



( 262 ) 



Bonnilie, handfomely, beau- 
tifully 
Boonock, a kind of thick 

cake of bread 
Boord, a board 
Boortrce, the fhrub elder, 
planted much of old in 
hedges of barn-yards,&c. 
Booft, behoved, mud needs 
Botch an angry tumor 
Bother, to pother 
Bow -kail, cabbage 
Bow't, bended, crooked 
Brachens, fern 
Brae, a declivity, a preci- 
pice, the dope of a hill 
Braid, broad 
Braik, a kind of harrow 
Braindge, to run raflily for- 
ward 
Braind'gt, reeled forward 
Brak, broke, made infolvent 
Branks, a kind of wooden 

curb for horfes 
Brafh, a fudden illnefs 
Brats, coarfe cloaths, rags 
Brattle, a fhort race, hurry,* 

fury 
Braw, fine, handfome 
Brawly, ot brawlie, very 

well, finely, heartily 
Brawnie, ftout, brawny 
Braxie, a morkin fheep,&c. 
Breakin, breaking 
Breaftie, ditnin* of breaft 



Breaftit, did fpring up or 
forward 

Breath in, breathing 

Breef, an invulnerable or 
irrefiftible fpell 

Breeks, breeches 

B re win, brewing 

Brie, juice, liquid 

Brig, a bridge 

Brinftane, brimftone 

Bri&et, the breaft, the bo- 
fom 

Brither, a brother 

Brogue, a hum, a trick 

Broo, broth, liquid, water 

Broofe, a race at # country 
weddings, who (hall firft 
reach the bridegroom's 
houfe, on returning from 
church 

Brugh, a burgh 

Bruilzie, a broil, a combuf- 
tion 

Brunt, did burn 

Brnft, to burft 

Buckfkin, an inhabitant of 
Virginia 

Buirdly, ftout-made, broad- 
built 

Bum* clock, a humming 
beetle that flies in the 
fummer evenings 

Bummin, humming as bees 

Buramler, a blunderer 

Buramlin, to blunder 

Bure, 
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Bure, did bear 

Burn, water, a rivulet 

Eurnewin, i. e. burn the 
wind, a black fmith 

Buririe, dimin. of burn 

Bufkit, drefled 

Bufle, a buttle •, to buttle 

But, without 

But an' ben, the country 
kitchen and parlour 

By hirnfelf, lunatic, diffract- 
ed 

Byre, a cow-ftable 



c 



c. 

A', to call, to name, to 
drive 

Cadger, a carrier 

Cadic, or caddie, a perfon, 
a young fellow 

Caff, chaff 

Caird, a tinker 

Cairn, a loofe heap of ftories 

Calf-ward, a fmall inclofure 
for calves 

Cailan, a boy 

Caller, frefh, found 

Cam, did come 

Canna, cannot 

Cannie, gentle, mild, dex- 
trous 

Cannilie, dcxtroufly, gently 



Cantharidiah, made of cati- 
tharides 

Cahtie, or canty, chearful, 
merry 

Cantraip, a charm, a fpell 

Cap-ftane, cop-ftone, key- 
ftone 

Careerin, chearfully 

Careflin, careffing 

Carlin, a flout old woman 

Carryin, carrying 

Cartes, cards 

Ca't or ca'd, called, driven, 
calved 

Cauld,cold 

Caup r a wooden drinking 
veflel! 

Chanter, a part of a bag- 
pipe 

Chantin, chanting 

Chap, a perfon, a fellow, a 
blow 

Chearfu*, chearful 

Cheekit, checked 

Cheep, a chirp ; to chirp . 

Chiel, or cheel, a young fel- 
low 

Chimla, or chlmfie, a fire- 

Chimla-lug, the fire-fide 

Chittering, fhivering, trem- 
bling 

Chockin, choking 

Chow, to chew ; cheek for 
chow, fide by fide 



R 4 



Chuffie, 
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Chuffie, fat-faced 

Clachan, a fmall village a- 
bout a church, a hamlet 

Claife or claes, clothes 

Claith, cloth, chitting, 
clothing 

Clap, clapper of a mill 

Clarket, wrote 

Clafh, an idle {ale, the ftory 
of the day 

Clatter, to tell little idle (lo- 
ries ; an idle (lory 

Claut, to clean, to. fcrape 

Clauted, fcraped 

Claw, to fcratch 

Cleed, to clothe 

Clinkin, jerking, clinking 

Clinkumbell, who rings the 
church bell 

Clips, (heers 

Cliihrnaclaver, idle conver- 
sation 

Clock, to hatch ; a beetle 

Clockin, hatching 

Cloot, the hoof of a cow, 
ftieep, &c. 

Clootiej an old name for the 
devil 

Clour, a bump or fwelling 
after a blow 

Coaxin, wheedling 

Coble, a fi(hing boat 

Cog, a wooden di(h 

Coggie, dim in. of cog 

COIL/V, from Kyle, a dif- 
trie!: of Ayrfhire, fo call- 



ed, faith tradition, from 

Coil or Coilus, a Pictifn 

monarch 
Collie, a general, and fome- 

times a particular name 

for country curs 
Comin, coming 
Commaun, command 
Cood, the cad 
Coof, a blockhead, a ninny 
Cookitt appeared and difap* 

peared by fits 
Cooft, did cad 
Cootie, wooden kitchen dim, 

alfo tbofe fowls* wbofe legs 

are clad with feathers, are 

/aid to be cootie 
Core, corps, party, clan, 
Corn't, fed with oats 
Cotter, the inhabitant of a 

cot'houfe or cottage 
Couthic, kind, loving 
Cove, a cave 
Cowe, to terrify, to keep 

under, to lop ; a fright, 

a branch of furze, broom, 

&c. 
Cowp, to barter, to tumble 

over ) a gang 
Cowpit, tumbled 
Cowrin, cowering 
Cowte, a colt 

Cozie, fhug ; enzily, fnugly 
C rabbit, crabbed, fretful 
Crack, converfation ; to con- 

verfe 

Crackin, 
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Crackin, converfing 

Craft or croft, a field near a 
houfe, in old bujbandry 

Crambo-clink, or crambo- 
jingle, rhymes, doggrel 
verfes 

Crank, the noife of an un- 
greafed wheel 

Crankous, fretful, captious 

Cranreuch, the hoar froft 

Crap, a crop, to top 

Craw, a crow of a cod, a 
rook 

Creel, a baiket ; to have ones 
wit in a creel, to be craz'd, 
to be fafcinated 

Creepin, creeping 

Creethie, greafy 

Cronie-, crony, an old ac- 
quaintance 

Crood or croud, to cqo as a 
dove 

Croon, a hollow continued 
moan ; to- make a noife 
like the continued roar of 
a bull, to hum a tune 

Crooning, humming 

Crouchie, crook-backed 

Croufe, chearful, courage- 
ous 

Crouily, chear fully, courage- 
oufly 

Crowdietime, brcakfaft- 

time 

Crowlin, crawling 

Crump, hard and biiitie, 
fpoken of bread 



Crunt, a blow on the head 

with a cudgel 
Crufhin, crufhing, jcruflit, 

cruihed 
Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny 
Curnmock, a fliort ftaff with 

a crooked head 
Curchie, a courte fy 
Curler, a player at ice 
Curlie, curled, whofe hair 

falls naturally in ring- 
lets 
Curling, a well-known game 

on ice 
Curmurring, murmuring, a 

flight rumbling noife 
Curpin, the crupper 
Cufhat, the dove or wood 

pigeon 



D. 

DADDIE, a father 
Daflin, merriment, 
ioolifhnefs 
Daft, merry, giddy, foolifli 
Dai men, rare, now and then ; 
daimen-icker, an ear of 
corn now an then 
Dainty, plenfant, good hu- 
moured, agreeable 
Dancin, danc'i*.^ 
Dappl'r, dappled 
Darklins, darkling 
Daad, to thraih ; to abnfc 

Daur, 
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Daur, to dare, daur't^ dared 
Dauig or diiiirk, a day's la- 
bour 
Dawd, a large piece 
Dawtit or dawtct, fondled, 

careffed 
Dearies, dimin. of dears 
Dearthlu', dear 
Deave, to deafen 
Deil-ma-care ! no matter ! 

for all that ! 
Deleeret, delirious 
Delvin, delving 
Defcrive, to defer ibe 
Defer vin, defer ving 
Devle, a flunning blow 
Dight, to wipe, to clean corn 

from chaff; cleaned from 

chaff 
Dim pi' t, dimpled 
Ding, to worft, to pufh 
Dinna, do not 
Dirl, a flight tremulous 

flroke or pain 
Difrefpecket, difrefpe&ed 
Dizztn, or diz'n, a dozen 
Dizzie, dizzy, giddy 
Doited, flupified, hebetated 
Dokfu', doleful 
Dolt, flupified, crazed 
Donfie, unlucky 
Dool, foirow ; to fing dooU 

to lament, to mourn 
Dorty, faucy, nice 
Douce or doufe ? fuber, wife, 

prudent 



II 



I 



Doucely, foberly, prucfentfj 
Dought, was or were able 
Doure, Hour, durable, flub- 
born, fullen 

t)ow, am or are able, to can » 

Dowff, pithlefs, wanting force I 

Dowie, worn with grief, fa- 
tigue, &c. 

Downa, am or are not abley 
cannot 

Doylt, ftupid 

Drap, a drop ; to drop 

D rapping, dropping 

Dreadfu', dreadful 

Dreep, to ooze, to, drop 

Dreeping, oozing, dropping* 

Dribble, drizzling, flaver 

Driegh, flow 

Drift, a drove 

Drinkin, drinking 

Droddum, the breech 

Droop-rumpl't that droops* 
at the crupper 

Drouth, thirft, drought 

Drucken, drunken 

Drumbly, muddy 

Drummock, meal and wa- 
ter mixed raw 

Drant, pet, four humour 

Dryin, drying 

Dub, a fr,. all pond 

Duddie, ragged 

Duds, rags, clothes 

Dung, woriled, pufhed, dri- 
ven 

Dufli, 
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i, to pufli as a ram i &c t 
it, puftied by a ram, 
:, &c. 



E. 

'E, the eye, een, the 
I eyes 
lin, evening 

e, frighted, dreading 
irits 

, old age 
lck, the elbow 
itch, ghaftly, frightful 

end 

rugh, Edinburgh 

ugh, enough 

lin, enfuing 

>cial, efpecially 

ent, diligent 



F. 

<V, fall, lot ; to fall 

Fac't, faced 
iom't, fathomed 

a foe 
ii, foam 

in, a fairing, a prefent 
hfu', faithful 
ow, fellow 
d, did find 
f\veel, farewel 
, a cake of bread 



Fafti, t rouble j care ; to 
trouble, to care for 

FauVt, troubled 

Faflern-een, Fattens Even 

Fathrals, fatt'rils, ribbon 
ends, Sec. 

Fauld, a fold; to fold 

Faulding, folding 

Faut, fault ' 

Fawfont, decent, feemly 

Fearfu', frightful 

Fear't. frighted 

Feat, neat, fpruce 

Fecht, to fight ; fechtin, 
fighting 

Feckfu', large, brawny, flout 

Fecklefs, puny, weak, filly 

Feg, a fig 

Feide, feud, enmity 

Fell, keen, biting : the flefh 
immediately under the 
ikin ; a field pretty level 
on the fide or top of a 
hill 

Fend, to live comfortably 

Ferlie or ferly, to wonder; 
a wonder, a term of con- 
tempt 

Fetch, to pull by fits 

Fetch't, pulled, intermittent- 
ly 

Fidge, to fidget 

Fidgin, fidgeting 

Fient, fiend, a petty oath 

Fier, found, healthy ; a bro- 
ther, a friend 

Fifle, 
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Fifle, to rrnke a ruftling 
noitc, to fidget; a buftle 

Fit, a foot 

Fitrie-lan\ the near horfe of 
the hindrhoit pair in the 
plough 

Fizz, to make a hiffing noife, 
like fermentation 

Flainen, flinnel 

Flatterin', flattering 

Fleech, to fupplicate in a 
flattering manner 

Flcechin, iupplicatirtg 

FJeefh, a fleece 

Flee, a kick, a random 
blow 

Flether, to decoy by fair 
words 

Fletherin, flattering 

Fley, to fcare, to frighten 

Fley'd, frighted, feared 

Flichtcjp to flutter as young 
nrft7in$s when their dam 
approaches 

Flichterin, flattering 

Flinders, iherds, broken 
pieces 

Flingin-tree, a piece of tim- 
ber hung by way of par- 
tition between two horfes 
in a ftable, a flail 

Flilk, to fret at the yoke 

Fiifkit, fretted 

Flitter, to vibrate like the 
wings of fmall birds 



Flittering, fluttering, vibr* 

tin *. . i. 

Flunkie, a fervant in lirery 

Flyin, flying 

Foam in, foaming 

Foord, a ford 

Forbears, forefathers 

Forbye, befides 

Forfairn, diftrefied, worn 
out, jaded 

Forgetner, to meet, to en- 
counter with 

Forgie, to forgive 

Forjefket, jaded with fa- 
tigue 

Formin, forming 

Fou f , (till, drank 

Foughten, troubled, bar- 
rafled 

Fow, a bufhel, &c. 

Frae, from 

Freath, froath 

Frien', friend 

Fu\ full 

Fud, the fcut of the hare, 
coney, &c. 

FuiF, to blow intermittently 

Fuff't, did How 

Funnie, full of merriment 

Fur, a furrow 

Furm, a form, bench 

Fyfteen, fifteen 

Fyke ; trifling cares ; to 
piddle, to be in a fufs a- 
bout trifles 

Fyle» 



F 

F 



^1 
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to foil, to dirty 
foiled, dirtied 



G. 

A.B, the mouth ; to 
fpeak boldly or pert- 

to go, gacdy went, gaen 
gane, gone, gaun, go- 

» 

or gate, way, manner, 
id 

;, to go, to walk 
to make, to force to 
, forced to 
m, a garter 

, wife, fagacious, talka- 
e ; to converfe 
in, converfing 
, way, manner 
erin, gathering 
y, jolly, large 
} riches, goods of any 
id 

:, to tofs the head in 
n tonne is or fcorn 
a pike 

les, great folks 
die, a guinea' 
a child, a young one 
to give, Gied, gave, 
'tn 9 given 
e, dimin. of gift 



Gillie, dimin. of gill 
Gimmer, a ewe from one to 

two years old 
Gin, if, a gain ft 
Gipfey, a young girl 
Girn, to grin, to twift the 

features in rage, agony, 

&c. 
Girning, grining 
Gizz, a periwig 
Ghaift, a ghoft 
Glaikit, inattentive, foolifli 
Glaizie, glittering, fmooth, 

like a glals ' 
Gleg, (harp, ready 
Gley, a fquint; to fquint. 

</ighy y off at a fide, wrong 
Glib gab bet, that fpeaks 

fmoochly and readily 
Glint, to peep •, Glinted^ 

peeped •, Glintin % peep- 
ing 
Gloamin, the twilight 

Glowr, to flare, to look \ a, 
flare, a look* 

Glowr'd, looked, flared 

Glowring, flaring 

Glunch, a frown ; to frown 

Gowan, the flower of the 
daify, dandelion, hawk- 
weed, &c. 

Gowd, goldp 

Gowff, the* game of golf \ 
to Arike^iy the bat d*es 
the balTat golf. 

Gowff'd, ftruck 

Gowk, 



- 
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Gowk, a cuckoo, a term of 
contempt 

Gowl, to howl 

Gowling, howling 

Gracefu', graceful 

Grain'd, groaned 

Graining, groaning 

Graip, a pronged mftrument 
for cleaning (tables 

Graith, accoutrements, fur- 
niture, drefs 

Grane or grain, a groan; 
to groan 

Grannie, a grandmother 

Grape, to grope, graph, 
groped 

Great, intimate, familiar 

Greatfu', grateful 

Gree, to agree, to hear the 
gree, to be decidedly vic- 
tor 

Greet, to Ihetf tears, to 
weep 

Greetin, crying, weeping 

Gree't, agreed 

Grievin, grieving 

Grippet, catched, feized 

Griisle, griftle 

Groat, to get the whijlle of 
one's groat, to play a lo- 
sing game 

Groufome, loath fomely, 
grim 

Grozet, a goofeberry 

Grumph, a. grunt; to grunt 

Grumphre, a fow 



Grun', ground 

Gruntle, the phiz, a grunt* 
ing noife 

Grunftane, a grindftone 

Grufhie, thick, of thriving 
growth 

Gud£, the Supreme Be- 
ing; good 

Guid, good ; Guid morning 
good morrow ; Guid een t 
good evening 

Guidfather, guidmother, fa- i 
ther-in-law and mother- 1 
in-law I 

Guidman and gvidwife, the 
mailer and milt re Is of the 
houfe ; Young guidman, a 
man newly married 

Gully or gullie, a large 
knife 

Gumlie, muddy 

Gufty, tafteful 



H, 



TTA'.hall 



Ha' bible, the great 
bible that lies in the 
hall | 

Hae, to have > 

Haet, jfo/i/ haet 9 a petty oath 
of negation, nothing 

HafFet, the temple, the fide 
of the head 

Hafflins, nearly half, partly 

Hag, 



( 2 7* ) 



IJag, a fear or gulf in mof- 

fes and moors 
Haggis, a kind of podding 

boiled in the ftomach of 

a cow or fhecp 
Hain, to fpare, to fave, 

haindy fpared 
Hairft, harveft 
JIaith, a petty oath 
Hal' or hald, an abiding 

place 
Hale, whole, tight, healthy 
Hallan, a particular parti- 
tion wall in a cottage 
Hame, home, Hameward, 

homeward 
Hamely, homely, affable 
Han* or haun', hand 
Hap, an outer garment, 

mantle, plaid, &c. to 

wrap, to cover, to hap 
Happing, hopping 
Hap-ftep-an-lowp, hop, fkip, 

and leap 
Happer, a hopper 
Harkit, hearkened 
Hafli, a fot 
Haftit, haftened 
Haud, to hold s 
fiaughs, low-lying, rich 

lands, vallies 
Haurl, to drag, to peel 
Haurlin, peeling 
Haverel, a half-witted per- 
* fon \ half-witted 



Havins, good manners de- 
corum, good fenfe 

Hawkie, a cow, properly one 
with a white face 

Healfome, healthful, whole- 
fome 

Hean, had, the participle 

Heapit, heaped 

Hearfe, hoarfe 

Hear't, hear it 

Heather, heath 

Hech ! Oh ! ftrange 

Hecht, to foretel fomething 
that is to be got or gi- 
ven ; foretold ; the thing 
foretold 

Heeze, to elevate, to raife 

Helitn, the rudder or helm 

Herd, to tend flocks ; one 
who tends flocks 

Herfel, herfelf 

Herrin, a herring 

Herry, to plunder, mojt pro- 
perly to plunder birds nejls 

Herryment, plundering, de- 
vaftation 

Het, hot 

Heugh, a crag, a coal-pit 

Hilch, to hobble, to halt . 

Hilchin, halting 

Himfel, himfelf 

Hing, to hang 

Hirple, to walk crazily, to 
creep ; Hirplin, creeping 

Hiffel, fo many cattle as one 
perftin can attend 

Hiflie, 
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Hiflie, dry, chapt, barren 
Hitch, a loop, a knot 
Hizzic, hufiy, a young girl 
Hod din, the motion of a 

fage countryman riding 

on a cart-horfe 
Hog-fcore, a kind of diC 

tance line, in curling, 

drawn acrofs the rink 
Hog-mouther, a kind of 

horfe play by juftling 

with the {boulder; to 

juffle 
Hool, outer {kin or cafe 
Hoolie, (lowly, leifurely ; 

Hoolie ! take leifure ! 

flop ! 
Hoord, a hoard ; to hoard 
Hoordit, hoarded 
Horn, a ipoon made of 

horn * 
Hornie, one of the many 

names of the devil 
Hoft, to cough*, Hnjlifiy 

coughing 
Houghmagandie, fornica- 
tion 
Houfie, dimin. of houfe 
Hove, to heave, fwell 
Hov'd, heaved, fwelled 
Howdie, a midwife 
Howe, hollow ; a hollow, 

or dell 
Howe-backet, funk in the 

back, Jpoken of a horfe, 



Howk, to dig ; Howkit % dig- 
ged, Howkin, digging 
Hoy, to urge ; Hoy*t % urged 
Hoyfe, a pull upwards 
Hoyte, to amble crazily 
Hughoc, dimin. of Hugh 
Hurdies, the loins, the crup- 
per 



I. 



A Icker, an ear of corn 
Ier-oe, a great grandchild 
Ilk or ilka, each, every 
Ill-willie, ill-natured, mali- 
cious, niggardly 
Indentin, indenting 
Ingine, genius, ingenuity 
Ingle, fire, fire-place 
l'fe, I mall or will 
Ither, other, one another 



j. 



J AD, jade; alfo a fa- 
miliar term among 
country folks for a giddy 
young girl 
Jauk, to dally, to trifle 
Jaukin, trifling, dallying 
Jaw, coarfe raillery ; to pour 
out, to fpurt, to jerk as 
water 
Jaup, a jerk of water; to 
jerk as agitated water 

Jellit, 



\ 
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Jillet, a jilt, a gicldy girl 

Jimp, to jump ; flender in 
the waift, handfome 

Jinglin, jingling 

Jin£, to dodge, to turn a 
corner ; a fudden turning 
a corner 

Jinker, that turns quickly, 
a gay fprightly girl, a 
wag 

Jinkin, dodging 

Jirt, a jerk 

Jo&eleg, a kind of knife 

Jokin, joking 

Jouk, to ftoop, to bow the 
head 

Jow, to Jow, a verb which 
includes both the Twing- 
ing motion and pealing 
found of a large bell 

Joy fa'," joyful^ 

Jumpin, jumping 

Jumpit, did jump . 

Jundie, to juftle 

K. 

KAE, a daw 
Kail, colewort, a kind 
of broth 
Kail-runt, the ftem of the 

colewort 
Kain, fowls, &c. paid as 

rent by a farmer 
Kebbuck, a cheefe 
Keek, a peep ; to peep 

Vol II. 



Keepit, kept 

Kelpies, a fort of mifchie- 
vous fpirits, faid to haunt 
fords and ferries at night, 
efpecially in dorms 

Ken, to know, kend or kerit y 
knew 

Kennin, a fmall matter 

Ket, a matted, hairy fleece 
of wool 

Kiaugh, carking anxiety 

Kilt, to trufs up the clothes 

Kimmer, a young girl, a 
goflip 

Kin, kindred 

Kin', kind 

King's hood, a certain part 
of the entrails of an ox, 
&c. 

Kirn, the harveft fupper, a 
churn ; to churn 

Kirfen, to chriften 

Kid, cheft, a ftiop counter 

Kitchen, any thing that eats 
with bread ; to ferve for 
foup, gravy, &c. 

Kittle, to tickle j ticklifh, 
likely 

Kittlin, a young cat 

Kiutlin, cuddling 

Kiuttle, to cuddle 

Knaggie, like knags or 
points of rocks 

Knappin hammer, a ham- 
mer for breaking ftones 

Knowe, a fmall round hil- 
lock 
S Kye, 
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Kye, cows, 

KYLE, a diftrift of Ayr- 

ibire 
Kytc, the belly 
Kythe*, to difcover, to fliow 

one's felf 



L. 

LADDIE, dimin. of lad 
Laggen, the angle be- 
tween the fide and bot- 
tom of a wooden difh 

Laigh, low 

Lairing, wading, and fink- 
ing in l'now, uYud, &c. 

Laith, loath 

Laithfu', bafhful, fheepifh 

Lallans, Scottifli language 

Lambie, dimin. of lamb 

Lampit, a kind of fhell-fifh 

Lan', land, eftatc 

Lane, lone, my lane % tby lane y 
&c. m j felf alone, &c. 
thyfelf alone, &c. 

Lanely, lonely 

Lang, long, to think lang % 
to long, to weary 

Lap, did leap 

Lapfu', lapful 

Laughin, laughing 

Lave, the reft, the remain- 
der, the others 

Laverock, the lark 

Lawfu', lawful 

Lawlan, Lowland ; Lallans* 
Scottifh dialed 



Lea'e, to leave 

Leal, loyal, true, faithful 

Lear, pronounce iare, learn- 
ing 

Lee-lang, live-long 

Leeze me, a phrafe of con* 
gratulatofy endearment 

Leifler, a three pronged 
dart for ftriking fiflr 

Leugh, did laugh 

Leuk, a look, to look 

Lightly, fneeringly, to fneer 
at 

Lilt, a ballad, a tune, to 
fing 

Limp't, limp'd, hobbeled 

Limmer, a kept mifirefs \ a 
ftrumpet 

Link, tQ trip along 

Linkin, tripping 

linn, a waterfall 

Lint, flax, lint V the btjl t 
flax in flower 

Lintwhite, a linnet 

Livin, living 

Loan, the place of milking 

Loof, the pajm of the han4 

Looves, plural of loof 

Loot, did let 

Loun, a fellow, a ragamnf- 
fin, a woman of eafy vir- 
tue 

Lowe, a flame 

Lowin, flaming » 

Lowfe, to loofe , 

Lowfd, loofed 

Lowrie, 
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Lowrie, abbreviation of Law* 

rence 
Lug, the ear, a handle 
Lugget, having a handle 
Luggie, a fmaU wooden difh 

with a handle 
Lum, the chimney 
Lunch, a large piece of 

cheefe, flefh, &c. 
Lunt, a column of fmoke ; 

to fmoke 
Luntin, fmoking 
Lyart, of a mixed colour, 

grey 



M. 

MAE, more 
Mak, to make ', ma- 
kin, making 

Mair, more 

Maift, moll, almoft 

Maiftly, moftly 

Mallie, Molly 

'Mang, among 

} Manteele, a mantle 

Mark, marks, this and fede- 
ral other nouns, which, in 
Englijh, require an s to 
form the plural, are in 
Scots like the words fheep, 
deer, the fame in both num- 
bers 

Mar's year, the Rebellion 
A. D. 1715 



Mafhlum, meflin, mixed 
corn 

Maflc, to mafh, as malt, &c. 

Maikin-pat, a tea-pot 

Maun, mult 

Maukin, a hare 

Mavis, the trufh 

Maw, to mow ; mawin, 
mowing 

Meere, a mare 

Melancholious, mournful 

Mell, to meddle 

Mel vie, to foil with meal 

Men', to amend 

Menfe, good manners, deco- 
rum 

Menfelefe, ill-bred, rude, im- 
pudent 

Meflin, a fmall dog 

Middin, a dunghill 

Middin-hole, a gutter at 
the bottom of the dung- 
hill 

Mim, prim, affectedly, meek 

Min', mind, remembrance 

Mindfu', mindful 

Mind't, mind it, refolved, in- 
tending 

Minnie, mother, dam 

Mifca', to abufe, to call 
names 

Mifca'd, abufed 

Miflear'd, mifchievous, un- 
mannerly 

Mifteuk, miftook 

M ither, a mother 

2 Mixtie- 
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Mixtie-maxtie, confufedly 

mixed 
Moil, labour 
Moiftify, to moiflin 
Moop, to nibble as a flieep 
Moorlan, of or belonging to 

moors 
Mony, or monie, many 
Morn, the next day, to-mor- 
row 
Mottic, full of motes 
Mou, the mouth 
Moudiewoi t, a mole 
Mournfu', mournful 
Moufie, dimin* of moufe 
Muckle, much, big, great 
Mufie, dimin. of mule 
Muflin-kail, broth compofed 
fimply of water, (helled 
barley and greens 
Mutchkin, an Englifh pint 
Myfel, myfelf 



N. , 

NA, no, not, nor 
Nac, no, not, any 
Naething, or naithing, no« 

thing 
Naig, a horfe 
Nane, none 
Neebor, a neighbour 
Needfu'„fleedful 
Negleckit, neglected 
Neuk, nook 
Nieft, next 



Nieve, the fift 

Nieveful, handful 

Niger, a negro 

Niffar, an exchange ; to ex- 
change, to barter 

Nine-tailed cat, a hang- 
man's whip 

Nit, a nut 

Norland, of or belonging to 
the North 

Nor-weft, North-weft 

Notic't, noticed 

Nowte, black cattle 



O. 

0>,of 
Obfervin, obferving 

Ony, or onie, any 

Or, is often v fid for ere, be- 
fore 

Ot, of it 

Ourie, flrivering, drooping 

Ourfel, or ourfels, Ourfelves 

Outler, not houfed 

Owre, over, too 

Owre-hip, a way of fetch- 
ing a blow with a ham- 
mer over the arm 



P. 

PACK, intimate, fami- 
liar; twelve ftones of 
wool 

Painch, 
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Painch, paunch 
Patrick, a partridge 
Pang, to cram 

Parritch, oatmeal pudding* 
a well known Scotch dilh 
Pat, did put; a pot 
Pattle, or pettlc, a plough- 

ftaff 

Paukie, cunning, fly 

Paughty, proud, haughty 

Pay't, paid, beat 

Pech, to fetch the breath 
Ihort, as in an afihma 

Pechan, the crop, the (to- 
rn ach 

Peelin, peeling 

Penfivelie, penfively 

Pettle, to cherifli ; a plough- 
ftaff 

Pet, a domefticated iheep, 
&c. 

Phraife, fair fpeeches, flat- 
tery ; to flatter 

Phraifin, flattery 

Pickle, a fmall quantity 

Pine, pain, uneaiinefs 

Pit, to put 

Placad, a- public proclama- 
tion 



Pou, to pull 

Pouk, to pluck 

Pouflie, a hare or cat 

Pou't, did pull 

Pout, a poult, a chicken 

Pouthery, like powder 

Pow, the head, the fkull 

Pownie, a little horfe 

Powther or pouther, pow- 
der 

Prayin, praying 

Preen, a pin / 

Prent, printing 

Pridefu', proud, feucy 

Prie, to taftc 

Prie'd, tafted 

Prief, proof 

Prig, to cheapen, to difpute 

Psiggin, cheapening 

Prijnfie, demure, precife 

Propone, to lay down, to 
propofe 

Provefes, proyofis 

Pryin, prying 

Puddin, pudding 

Pund, pound, pounds 

Pyle, a pyk 0' satf, a Angle 
grain of chaff 



0^ 



Plack, an old Scotch coin 

Placklefs, pcnnylefs 

Platie, dimin. of plate ^Wf. 

Pjew or pleugh, a pldtt? • 

Plifkie, a trick ^^ ^<£ Quakin, quaking 

Piumpit, did plump Quat, to quit 

Poortich, poverty 

s 3 Qi? e y» 



QUAK, to quake 
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Quey, a cow from one year 
to two years old 



R. 

RAGWEED, the plant 
ragwort 

Raible, to rattle nonfeofe 

Rair, to roar; rair't % roar- 
ed ; rairing, roaring 

Raize, to madden, to in- 
flame 

Ramblin, rambling 

Ramfeezled, fatigued, over- 
fpread 

Ram-flam, forward, thought- 
lefi 

Rantin, ranting 

Rarely, excellent, very well 

Rafli, a rufh ; rajb bufs, a 
bufli of raflies 

Rattlin, rattling 

Ratton, a rat 

Rancle, rafli, flout, fearlefe 

Raught, reached 

Raw, a row . 

Rax, to ftretch 

Ream, cream 

Receivin, receiving 

Reck, to heed 

Rede, counfel, to counfel 

Red-wud, ft ark- mad 

Ree, half-drunk, fuddled 

Reek, fmoke ; to fmoke ; 
reekin, fmoking ; reekit, 
fmoked, fmoky 



Reeflit, flood rcftive, flunt- 

ed, withered 
Refus't, refufed 
Remarkin, remarking 
Remead, remedy 
Requite, requitted 
Reft, to ftand rcftive 
Reftricked, reflriaed 
Rhymin, rhyming 
Rtdin, riding 
Rig, a ridge 
Rin, to run, to melt *, runni*, 

running 
Rink, the courfe of the 

(tones, a term in curling 
Ripp, a handful of unthrefh- 

ed corn, &c» 
Rifkit, made a noife like the 

tearing of roots 
Rives, tears, breaks 
Roamin, roaming 
Rood jtands likewife for the 

plural roods 
Roon, a fhred 

Roofe, to praife, to com- 
mend 
Roun', round, in the circle 

of neighbourhood 
Roupet, hoarfe as with a 

cold 
Row, to roll, to wrap 
Row't, rolled, wrapped 
Rowtihto low, to bellow 
Rowtn, plenty 
Rowtin, lowing 
Rozet, rofin 
Rung, a cudgel 
Runkl'd, wrinkled 

Runt, 
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Runt, the fterii of colewort 

or cabbage 
Ruftlin, ruffling 



a. 



SA£, fd 
Saft, foft 
Sair, to ferve, a fore 
Sairly, 6r (airlie, foreljr 
Sair't, ferved 
Sang, a forig 
Sairk, a ftiirt 

Sarkit, provided in flrirts 
Saugh, the willow 
Saul, foul 
Saumont, faltnon 
Saunt, a faint 
Saut, fait •, fauted, falted 
Saw, to fow 
Sawin, fowing 
Sax, fix 
Scar, to fcare 
Scaud, to fcald 
Scauld, to fcold ; fcaulding, 

fcolding 
Scaur, apt to be feared 
Scawl, a fcold 
Scone, a kind of bread 
Sconner, a lothing; to lothe 
Scornfu', fcofnful 
Scraich, to fcream as a ben, 

partridge, &c. 
Scraichin, fbreaming 
Screechin, fcreeching; 



Screed, to tear; a reiit - 
Scriere, to glide fwiftly a- 

long 
Scrievin, gleefotneljr, fwift- 

Scrimp, to fcant ; ftrimpit, 

did fcant, fcanty 
See'd, did fee 
Seizin, feizing 
Sel, felf j a body's ftf* one'g 

felf alone 
Sell't, did fell 

Sen', to fend ; fen't, fend it 
Servan', fervant 
Sets,y^/i off, goes away 
Settlin, fettling; to get a 

fettlin, to be frighted into 

quietnefs 
Shaird, a fhred, a fhard 
Shangan, a ftick cleft at one 

end for putting the tail 

of a dog, &c. into, by 

Way of tnifchief, dr to 

frighten him away 
Shaver, a humourous wag, 

a barber 
Shaw, to fliow ; a firiall 

wood in a hollow place 
Sheen, bright, (hining 
Sheep fliank, to think o*$'i 

felf nae fheep Jhanh, to be 

conceited 
Sherra-moor, Sheriff-moor, 

the famous battle fought in 

the Rebellion, A. D . 1 7 1 5 . 
Sheugh, a ditch, a trench 
4 Shill, 
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Shill (brill 

Shog, a (bock 

Shool, a (hovel 

Shoon, (hoes 

Shootin, (hooting 

Shore, to offer, to threaten 

Shor'd, offered 

Shouther, (houlder 

Sic, fuch 

Sicker, fare, (ready 

Sidelins, fidelong, flanting 

Siller, filver, monej 

Simmer, fummer 

Sin, a fon 

Sin', fince 

Sinfu', finful 

Sinkin', finking 

Sittin, fitting 

Skaith, to damage, to injure, 
injury 

Skelp, to ftrike, to flap , to 
walk with a fmart trip- 
ping ftep; a f.nart (Iroke 

Skelpin, fiappin, walking 
fmartly 

Skelpi-limmer, a technical 
term in female fcolding 

Skiegh, proud, nice, high- 
mettled 

Skirkling, fhrieking, crying 

Skirl, to (hriek, to cry fhril- 

Skirling, (hrieked 
SkirVt, flirieked 
Sklent, flant *, to run aflant, 
to deviate from truth 



Sklented, ran or hit in an 
oblique direction 

Sklentin, flanting 

Skreigh, a fcream ; to 
fcream 

Slade, did Aide 

Slae, floe 

Slap, a gate, a breach in a 
fence 

Slaw, flow 

Sice, fly ^ /<?*/?, flyeft 

Sleekit, (leek 

Sliddery, flippery 

Slype, to fall over, as a wtt 
•furrow from the plough 

Slypet, fell 

Sma', fmall 

Smeddum, duft, powder , 
jnettle, fenfe 

Smiddy, fmithy 

Smoor, to (mother j fmoor'd 
fmothered 

Smoutie, fmutty, obfcene,, 
ugly 

Smytrie, a numerous collec- 
tion of fmall individuals 

Snath, abufe, Billinfgate 

Snaw, fnow ; to fnbw 

Snaw-broo, melted fhow 

Snawie, fiibwie * 

Sned, to lop, to cut off 

Sneeftiin, fnuff; fnecjbin- 
milly fnuff-box 

Snell, bitter, biting 

Snick, drawing, trick-con- 
triving 

Snick, 
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Snick, the latchet of a door 

Snool, one whofe fpirit is 
broken with oppreffive 
flavery *, to fubmit tame- 
ly, to fneak m 

Snoove, to go fmoothly and 
conftantly, to fneak 

Snoov't, went fmoothly 

Snowk, to fcent or fnufF, as 
a dog, horfe % &c. 

Snovvkit, fcented, fnufFed 

Sobbin, fobbing 

Soniie, having fweet, enga- 
ging looks ; lucky, jolly 

Soom, to fwtra 

Sooth, truth, a petty oath 

Souple, flexible, fwift 

Souter, a fhoemaker 

Sowp, a fpoonful, a fmall 
quantity of any thing li- 
quid 

Sowth, to try over a tune, 
with a low whittle* 

Sowther, folder; to folder, 
to cement 

Spae, to prophefy, to divine 

Spairge, to da£h, to foil as 
with mire 

Spak, did (peak 

Spar in, fparfng 

Spaul, a limb 

Spaviet, having the fpavin 

Spcakin, fpeaking 

Speat, a f weeping torrent, 
after rain or thaw 

Sped, climb 



Spence, the country parlour 
Spier, to afk, to inquire 
Spier't, inquired 
Spitefu', fpitefui 
Splatter, a fplutter; to fput- 

ter 
Spleuchan, a tobacco-pouch 
Splore, a frolic, a riot, a 

noife 
Sportin, fporting 
Sprattle, to (bramble 
Spreckl'd, fpotted, fpeckled 
Spring, a quick air in mu* 

lie, a Scotciih reel 
Springin, fpringing 
Sprit, a tough-rooted plant 

fomething like ruflies 
Sprittie, full of fprits 
Spunk, fire, mettle, wit 
Spunk ie, mettlefome, fiery ; 

will-o'-wifp, or ignis fa- 

tuus 
Squad, a crew, a party 
Squatter, to flutter in water, 

as a wild duck, &c« 
Squattle, to fprawl 
Squecl, a (cream, a fcreech ; 

to fcream 
Stacher, to ftagger 
Stack, a rick of corn, hay, 

Staggie, dhnin. of (lag 

Sum pin, lumping 

Stan', to (land ; j?w«V, did 

iland 
Stane, a ftcne 

Stank, 
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Stank, a pool of (landing 

water 
Stap, flop 
Stark, (lout 
Startin, darting 
Startle, to run as cattle Jiang 

by the gadfly 
Starvin, itarving 
Staumrel, halfwitted 
Staw, did (leal *, to forfeit 
Stech, to cram the belly 
S tech in, craming 
Steek, to (hut ; a ditch 
Steer, to moled, to ftir 
Steeve, firm, compacted 
Stell, a dill 

Sten, to rear as a horfe 
Sten't, reared 
Stents, tribute, dues of any 

kind 
Stey, deep ; fleyejt, deeped 
Stibble, dubble ; flibble-rig^ 

the reaper, in harved, 

who takes the lead 
Stick an' dow, totally, al- 
together 
Stilt, a crutch ; to halt, to 

limp 
Stimpart, the eighth part 

of a Wincheder bufhel 
Stirk, a cow or bullock a 

year old 
Stock, a plant of colewort, 

cabbage, &c. 
Stockin, docking 



Stoor, founding hollow, | 

ftrong and horfe 
Stot, an ox 
Stoup or dowp, a kind of 

jug or difli with a handle 
Stoure, .dud, more particu- 
larly dud in motion 
Stowlins, by dealth 
Stown, dolen 
Strack, did drike , 
Strae, draw; to die a fair- 

flrae death, to die in bed 
Straik, to droke ; Jlraikif, 

droked 
Strappan* tall add hand- 

fome 
Straught, draight 
Streck, dretched, to ftretch ; 

Jlreekit, dretched 
Strewin, drewing 
Striddle, to draddle 
Stringin, dringing 
St roan, to fpout, to pifs 
Stroan't, fpouted, piffed 
St runt, fpirituous liquor of 

any kind; to walk dur- 

dily 
Studdie, an anvil 
Stud*, corn, or pulfe of any 

kind 
Stumpie, dimin. of dump 
Sturt, trouble ; to moled 
Sturtin, frighted 
Sucker, fugar 
Sud, fhonld 

Sugb, 
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Sugh, the continued mill- 
ing noife of wind or wa- 
ter 

Sethron, fouthem, an old 
name for the Englifh na- 
tion 

Swaird, fward 

Swall'd, fwelled 

Swank, (lately, jolly 

Swankie or fwanker, a tight 
ftrapping young fellow or 
girl 

Swap, an exchange , to bar-* 
ter 

Swat, did fweat 

Swatch, a fample 

Sweaten, fwcating 

Sweer, lazy, averfej detd- 
fweer, extremely averfe 

Swervin, fwerving 

Swinge, to beat, to whip 

Swingein, beaten, whipping 

Swirl, a curve, an eddying 
blaft or pool, a knot in 
wood 

Swirlie, knaggy, full of 
knots 

Swith ! get away 

S wither, to hefitate in choice; 
an irrefoliKe wavering in 
choice 

Swoor, fwore, did fwear 

Syne, fince ago, then 



T. 

1"* AE, a toe ; three taed, 
having three prongs 
Tak, to take ; takin> taking 
Talkin, talking 
Tangle, a fea weed 
Tap, the top 
Tapetlefs, headlefs, foolifh 
Tarrow, to murmur at one's 

allowance 
Tarrow't, murmured 
Tarry-breeks, a failor 
Tauld, or tald, told 
Taupie, a foolifh, thought- 

lefs young perfon 
Tauted, or tautie, matted 

together, fpoken of hair 

or wool 
Tawie, that allows itfelf 

peaceably to be handled, 

fpoken of a horfe, cow, &c. 
Tearfu', tearful 
Teat, a (mall quantity 
Ten hours bite, a flight feed 

to the horfes while in the 

yoke in the forenoon 
Tent, a field pulpit ; heed, 

caution ; to take heed 
Tentie, heedful, cautious 
Tentlefs, heedlefs 
Teugh, tough ; teughly, 

toughly 
Thack, thatch ; thack an' 

rape, clothing, neceffaries 

Thac, 



( 284 ) 



Thae, thefe 

Tluirms, fmall guts, fiddle- 
firings 
Thankfu', thankful 
Thankit, thanked 
Thegither, together 
Tbeml'cl, themfclves 
Thick, intimate, familiar 
Thievelefs, cold, dry, fpited; 

fpoktn of a perjbn's dt- 

meant ur 
Thinkin, thinking 
Thir, thefe 
Thirl, to thrill 
ThiriM, thrilled, vibrated 
Thole, to fuffer, to endure 
Thowe, a thaw, to thaw 
Thowlefs, flack, lazy 
Thrang, throng, a crowd 
Thraw, to fprain, to twift, 

to contradict 
Thrawn, fprained, twifted, 

contradicted 
Thi awin, twitting, &c. 
Threap, to maintain by dint 

of aflextion 
Threfliin, thrafhing 
Threteen, thirteen 
ThriflJe, thiftle 
Through, to go on with, to 

make out 
Throuthcr, pell-mell, con- 

fufedly 
Thud, to make a loud, in- 
termittent noife 
Thumpin, thumping 



Thumpit, thumped 

Tnyfcl, tbyfelf 

Till't, to it 

Timmer, timber; timbtr- 

profit 9 propped with tim- 
ber 
Tine, to lofe ; tint, loft 
Tinkler, a tinker 
Tip, a ram 
Tippence, twopence 
Tirl, to make a flight noife, 

to uncover 
Tirlin, uncovering 
Tither, the other 
Tittle, to whifper 
Tittlin, whifpering 
Tocher, marriage-portion 
Tod, a fox 
Toddle, to totter like the 

walk of a child 
Toddlin, tottering 
Tootn, empty 
Toop, a ram 
Toun, a hamlet, a farm* 

houfe 
Tout, the blaft of a horn or 

trumpet ; to blow a hern, 

&c. 
Tow, a rop 

Towmond, a twelvemonth 
Towtie, rough, ftiaggy 
Toy, a very old fafliion of 

female head-drefs 
Toyte, to totter like old age 
Tranfmugrify'd, tranfmigra 

ted, metamorpnofed 

Tralhtrie, 
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Traflitrie, trafli * 

Trickie, full of tricks 

Trig, fpruce, neat 

Trimly, excellently 

Trottin, trotting 

Trow, to believe 

Trowth, truth, a petty oath 

Tryin, trying 

Try't, tried 

Tug» raw hide, of which -, in 
old times, plough traces 
were frequently made 

Tulzie, a quarrel ; to quar- 
rel, to fight 

Tunefu', tuneful 

Twa, two 

Twa-three, a few 

'Twad, it would 
TTwal, twelve ; Ifwalpennie- 
worth, a fmall quantity, 
a penny-worth 

Twin, to part 

Tyke, a dcg 



U. 

UNCO, ftrange, uncouth, 
very, very great, pro- 
digious 
Uncos, news 
Uncaring, difregarding 
Undoin, undoing 
TJnkenn'd, unknown 



Unfkaith'd, undamaged, un- 
hurt 
Upo', upon 

V, 

VAP'RIN, vapouring— 
Vera f very 
Virl, a ring round a column, 
&c. 



w. 

W A', wall; HV.r,wall* 
Wabfter, a weaver 
Wad, would ; to bet $ a bet, 

a pledge 
Wadna, would not 
Waeful, woeful 
Waefucks ! or waes me ! . 

alas ! O the pity 
Waft, the woof 
Waifu', wailing 
Wair, to lay out, to expend 
Wal'd, chote, chofen 
Wale, choice; tochoofe 
Walie, ample, Urge, jolly ; 

alfo an interjection of dif- 

trefe 
Wame, the belly / wamefou f 

a bellyful 
Wanchancie, unluckie 

N Wanreftfu', 
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Wanreftfu', reftlefc 

Wark, work 

Wark-lume, a tool to work 
with 

War], or warld, world 

Warlock, a wizzard 

Warly, worldly, eager on 
amaffing wealth 

Warran, a warrant ; to war* 
rant 

Warft, word 

Warftl'd or warfl'd, wreftled 

Waftrie, prodigality 

Wat, wet ; 1 wat, I wot, I 
know 

Water-brofe, brofe made of 
meal and water (imply, 
without the additions of 
milk, butter, &c. 

Wattle, a twig, a wand 

Waubie, to fwing, to reel 

Waukin, to awake 

Waukit, thickened, as ful* 
lers do cloth 

Waur, worfe ; to word 

Waurt, worfted 

Wean or weanie, a child 

Wearie, or wearie •, tnonie a 
weary body, many a dif- 
ferent perfon 

Weafon, weafand 

Wee, little ; wee things, lit- 
tle ones ; wee bit, a fmall 
matter 

Weel, well; weclfare, well- 
fare 



Weet, rain, wetnefc 
We'fe, we (hall 
Wha, wHo 
Whaizle, to wheeze 
Whalpit, whelped 
Whang, a leathern firing, a 

piece of cheefe, bread, &c. 

to give the ftrappado 
Whare, where ; whore' tr, 

wherever 
Whafc, whofe 
Whatreck, neverthelefs 
Wheep, to fly nimbly, to 

jerk ; penny -wbeep, fmall 

beer 
Whid, the motion of a hare 

runnin but not frighted; 

a lie 
Whiddin, running as a hare 

or coney 
Whirlygigums, ufelefs orna- 
ments, trifling appendages 
Whigmeleeries, whims, ran* 

cies, crotchets 
Whifht ! fllence ! to hold 

one's wbijhti to be filent 
Whifk, to (weep, to lad* 
Whiikit, lamed 
Whifsle, a whiftle, to whittle 
Whitter, a hearty draught 

of liquor 
Whun-dane, a whin-done 
Whyles, whiles, fometimes 
Wi', with 

Wick, to ftrike a done in 
an oblique direction, a term 
in curling 

Wiel, 
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Wiel, a fmall whirlpooll 

Wifie, a diminutive or en* 
dearing term for wife 

Wimple, to meander 

Wimpl't, meandered 

Wimplin, waving, mean- 
dering 

Win, to wind, to winnow 

Win', wind ; win's, winds 

Winkin, winking 

Winna, will not 

Winnock, a window 

Winfome, gay, hearty, 
vaunted 

Win't, winded, as a bottom 
of yarn 

Wintle, a daggering mo- 
tion } to (tagger, to reel 

Winze, an oath 

Wife, to wifli 

Withoutten, without 

Wizen'd, hide-bound, dry- 
ed, fhrunk 

Wonderfu', wonderful, 
wonderfully 

Wonner, a wonder, a con- 
temptuous appellation 

Woo', wool 

Wooer-bab, the garter 
knotted below the knee 
with a couple of loops 

Wordy, worthy 

Worfet, worfled 

Wrack, to teafe, to vex 

Wraith, a fpirit, a ghoft *, 
an apparition exactly 



like a living perfon, 
whofe appearance is faid 
to forbode the perfon's 
approaching death 
Wrang, wrong ; to wrong 
Wreeth, a drifted heap of 

fnow 
Wud-mad, diftraeted 
Wumble, a wimble 
Wyliecoat, a flannel veil 
Wyte, blame ; to blame 



Y. 

YE, this pronoun is fre- 
quently ufed for Thou 
Yealings, born in the fame 

year, coevals 
Year, is ufed for bothfing. 

and plur. years 
Yearns, fmall eagles 
Yell, barren, that gives no 

milk 
Yerk, to lafh, to jerk 
Yerkit, jerked, lafhed 
Yeltreen, yefternight 
Yill, ale 
Yird, earth 

Yokin, yoking, a bout 
Yont, beyond 
Yourfel', yourfelf 
Youthfu', youthful 
Yowe, a ewe 
Yowie, dim in. of yowe 
Yule, Chriftmas 







t*. 



tt . 
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